Curse Of The Deceased 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Ren was driving his car by a long highway while his friend Carl was sitting along him. It was a 
purple Ford which was given to Ren after win a promotion from the company where he was 
working in. It was a good car and for very first time, Ren was driving it in a long road toward a 
place where he and Carl would try to leave their troubles behind, but Carl wasn’t excited at all. 
Carl spent most part of the way watching through the window all the country they were 
driving by. Carl remained quiet since they left the hotel where they rested 2 hours. Carl 
thought for a moment that the place they were heading to was much... much far away, but 
Ren saw a big cartel with the name “Autumn Yard” in front and much forward, the town Ren 
was looking for. When Carl looked at that place, he finally broke the silence and talked to his 
companion. 


- Hey, is this the place? — Carl asked. 

- According to the map, yes it is. — Ren answered still driving. 

- | can’t believe we’re moving to this town. — Carl said driving his sight to Ren. 

- We cannot go to somewhere else. This is the only | could find. 

- But there should be other places around. 

- Sorry, but you got agree about this. We are already here and there’s no turning back. 


Carl didn’t reply and he looked through the window the houses once Ren drove the car into 
the town. Ren watched around looking for some satisfactory place to live. Carl also looked 
around, but he wasn’t so convinced about live in some of those. Ren kept on looking for their 
new home with hands on steering wheel and the search concluded when Carl saw a house that 
may could be appropriate for them. 


- There is a house for rent. — Carl said pointing with his finger. 


Ren stopped the car and turned off the motor. Carl opened the door and got out of the car. 
Ren did the same thing and joined to his friend looking at the house. It was a traditional 
American house kind of 50’s, but made of bricks and concrete. It was white with dark red 
rooftop. It had 4 squared windows proving it had 2 floors as usual and above another window, 
but shaped as a circle. Obviously it was the attic window. The house looked fine in spite of the 
years old it could have. Carl wasn’t wrong about the renting. By their side, there was a mailbox 
with a placard and it had the words “For Rent” written on. Before them, the door opened a 
man came out of the house wearing fancy clothes and carrying a case on his right hand. It was 


a good looking man with a kind smile on his face that noticed the coming of the 2 visitors. May 
he was quite happy of being visited by the future owners of the house. He walked toward Carl 
and Ren and they just waited for him. The man stopped before them and extended his left 
hand to greet and introduce himself. 


- Good morning, my name is Richard Stevenson and I’m a salesman from real estate. — The 
man said. 


- Pleasure, I’m Ren Stumper and my buddy is Carl Newton. — Ren said shaking Richard’s hand. 
- So you both are...? — Richard said wondering if Ren and Carl were a homo-couple. 


- Of course not. — Ren answered releasing Richard’s hand. — We are just friends. He came to 
live with me for a while. 


- Right, so are you interested in by this house? — Richard said still smiling. 


- Well, we came to move away for some time and we think this house can be the right one. — 
Ren replied fingering the house. 


- Well, come in then. — Richard said. 


The gently salesman guided the 2 visitors to the house’s interior. Once, they got in, Ren and 
Carl beheld the main room. For their surprise, the house’s interior was quite grey and the 
doors were dark marron. The floor was composed by dark grey flagstones and there was a 
circular stair that seemed to be taken from those medieval castles, but the stair had not any 
column or even wood tables to support it. It was united to the wall and probably stone made. 
The rest of the room and corners were as grey and stony as the stair itself. Ren and Carl had 
not words to express what they were seeing. 


- So what you think? — Richard asked. 
- Ah, it seemed to be made some medieval architect. — Carl replied. 


- Well, | have no info about the architect, but | guess he had some interest for medieval 
architecture. There’re more houses like this in different parts of America. People use to call 
them castle-houses. Outside they look like common houses, but inside they look like a castle’s 
interior. — Richard told. 


- | didn’t know that. It’s the first time we find a house like that. — Ren said. 
- Do you mind if | check the second floor? — Carl asked. 
- Of course no, I’ll check this floor meantime. — Ren replied. 


Carl climbed the stair to explore the second floor. Once he got up there, Carl took a look 
around and the second floor seemed just like the first one, grey and rocky. It had only 3 rooms; 
1 on the left, 1 on the right and 1 in front at the end of the corridor. In the roof there was an 
entry that leaded to the attic. The stairs to it were obviously hidden and a string was hanging 
from that entry to put down the stairs. Anyway, Carl wasn’t interested in explore the attic. He 


just focused on those 3 rooms before him. Carl walked on and took a look on the right room. It 
had only a bed, a closet and furniture with drawers. He then looked at the left room and it 
seemed just like the previous one. A bed, a closet and the same furniture. Then Carl walked on 
to the last room. At difference from the previous ones that had the door open, the third was 
closed. Carl stopped before it and laying his left hand over the handle, he opened the door and 
looked inside. It was the bathroom. It has a mirror on the wall, a hand washer below it and a 
tub with a shower. At difference from the rest of the house, the bathroom was white like snow. 
Carl felt like if the bathroom didn’t belong to that residence which walls and rooms looked like 
tombstones. The house itself was like a crypt inside. Carl had some kind of feeling that 
commanded him to stay in the house and he wondered why. He thought that maybe there 
could be more joyful houses than that grey and empty tomb absentee from any life form, but 
something in his mind convinced him to stay there. Carl decided to go downstairs leaving the 
floor and while he was descending, he could see Richard chatting with Ren about some 
possible agreement. Ren noticed the presence of his dear friend and talked to him to get some 
information about the second floor. 


- Hey, there. So, how you were up there? — Ren said. 


- It’s okay. There are 2 rooms or us and a bathroom. This house is fine for just two of us. — Carl 
answered. 


- So, it’s decided. - Ren said to Carl and turned back to Richard. - It’s excellent, we buy the 
house. 


- Alright then. — Richard said. 


When Carl finally reached the floor, Richard was opening his case and taking out something 
from it. He showed to Ren and it was no other that a contract with the papers of the house. 


- Those are the papers. Sing the contract and they’II be all yours. — Richard said. 


Richard put his left hand on his left pocket and brought out a pen. He offered it to Ren and he 
took it. Ren sang the contract just as Richard asked, separated it from the papers and gave it to 
Richard. The business wasn’t done yet. Ren had still to pay the house and the price was already 
told before Carl came down. Ren put his right hand on his pants’ pocket while he was holding 
the contract with his other hand and brought out his wallet. 


- Carl, could you please take out the money? It’s 50.000 dollars to pay. — Ren called Carl. 


Carl walked toward Ren, took his wallet, counted the money, picked out the 50.000 and gave it 
to Richard. The salesman took the money and didn’t dare to count because he always trusted 
on his costumers. He just saved the money under his coat, then brought out the house’s keys 
and gave it Ren. He took them and Richard gave one farewell before leave. 


- Thank you, gentlemen. Enjoy your new home. — Richard said with a kind tone. 


He turned around and leaved the house. Ren and Carl were now alone and once Ren saved the 
keys on his pants, he walked toward the door to go outside. 


- Where you go? — Carl asked stopping Ren. 
- We need to unpack our stuffs. — Ren replied and kept on walking. 


Carl followed him to the car were must of their personal things were saved. Once out and once 
back to the car, the 2 travelers opened the car’s back doors and brought out 2 boxes each. The 
back seats were occupied by 8 big boxes with Carl and Ren’s stuffs packed. They charged the 
boxes they had till the house. Leaved the boxes on the floor and returned to the car looking for 
the rest. Once the back seats were unoccupied and the boxes were inside the house, Ren 
returned to the car to close the doors with key while Carl carried the boxes with his stuffs to 
the right room. Ren also carried his boxes to the left room after go back to the house. Ren had 
saved his stuffs in 2 boxes only because he was in the know that in Autumn Yard he could buy 
new clothes among other stuffs that he always considered temporal, but essentials to some 
home. Carl had different reasons to carry 4 boxes that were so much weight. Carl also was 
agree about buy new clothes and other stuffs for him and Ren, but what Carl had in those 
boxes was something he always considered unreplaceable. Any way, it was getting late and 
Carl didn’t bother in unpack his stuffs. It was a long journey and Carl felt tired. All he did after 
go to his room was lie on his new bed and rest. He could unpack his boxes at the next morning. 


CHAPTER TWO 


The following morning was quite busy for Carl and Ren. Spent the entire morning cleaning up 
the house, preparing the pieces of furniture that were left by the previous owner and Ren had 
unpacked his stuffs saving the clothes he brought on the closet and leaving on the furniture 
some books he had. Bring the books was a good choice, because there was not a television in 
the main room to keep them busy at the time to rest. Carl had a radio in one of his boxes so 
when he is bored, he could listen to some music, some news and some games. Carl had only 
unpacked 2 boxes which contained some of his clothes, shoes and magazines. Carl and Ren left 
the house after do their duties and drove to some stores and markets to buy new clothes and 
some food for dinner. The last thing they ate was some steaks with medley in a restaurant they 
visited last night and they visited the same restaurant before make their buys where they 
breakfasted eggs with bacon and coffee. 


After several hours, Carl and Ren returned to their house in their car carrying four plastic bags 
with food and clothes. They were driving all around the town and in some couple of miles 
before get to the house; Carl noticed something at his left side that called his attention. They 
got closer to it and Carl saw it with great attention. It was a cemetery and seemed antique. 
Carl could not notice it very well, but he could reach to see some old tombstones with cruxes 
and statues and at the entry, an iron black gate with words “St. Amato Cemetery” above. It 
was quite exile from the rest of the town, but Carl could see it well and some strange feeling 
invaded his body after see that graveyard. Ren drove away from the cemetery’s sight and Carl 
tried to ignore that feeling thinking it was nothing, but something in his inner being would 
make him keep that feeling in mind for some reason. 


Once they got to the house, they leaved the car carrying 2 bags each and when Ren started to 
look for the keys in his pants, they saw a man getting closer. It was a tall man with pointed chin, 
brunet hair and was wearing a green jacket with white shirt, black jeans and boots. The man 
seemed to be smiling and once he stopped before Ren and Carl, gave his salutes and 
introduction. They of coursed listened to that man that seemed to be giving them the welcome. 


- Hi, I’m Jeff, your new neighbor. — The man said extending his left hand. 
- I'm Ren and he’s Carl, pleasure. — Ren replied shaking Jeff’s hand. 


- | sorry if | didn’t come yesterday to welcome you. You both seemed quite busy. — Jeff said 
after release Ren’s hand. 


- It’s okay anyway. We didn’t have time to meet the neighborhood. — Ren said looking for the 
keys again. 


- Where do you live? — Carl asked. 
- The house next door. — Jeff replied fingering the house at right. 


Carl looked at Jeff’s house and it was orange with red rooftop and 4 windows each side. As the 
rest of other houses, it was kind joyful with living colors. That made Ren wonder why they 
chose the deadest house in all neighborhood. 


- It’s a nice house, much better than this one. — Ren said after find the keys. 

- Don’t you want to come in? — Carl asked inviting Jeff. 

- | don’t know if | should. — Jeff replied to don’t represent any bothering. 

- It’s not any bothering at all, I’m agreed with Carl. — Ren said while he was opening the lock. 


Once the door was open, Jeff accepted Carl’s invitation and got into the house with him. Ren 
prepared 3 cups of coffee in the kitchen and he sat on the table were Jeff and Carl were 
waiting. The 3 cups were spread for each one of them and they began to drink. Jeff enjoyed 
the coffee’s taste in spite it had been a long time since he drank a so good coffee. He retired 
the cup from his lips to thanks Ren for the perfect coffee. 


- Ren, | must admit this is the best coffee | drank since my wife leaved the town. 
- Where is she now? — Ren asked and sipped his coffee. 
- In LA working in her own boutique with her new husband. 


Ren almost choked with the bit of coffee he had inside of his mouth impacted for hearing that 
reply. He coughed a little after swallow, left the cup in the table and talked back. 


- Oh, sorry for hearing that. 


- It’s ok. She always wanted to do something great and she was never to get it staying here. 
She had her reasons to leave this town and I’m glad she finally did it. She’s happy now, that’s 
all what matters. 


- It’s good see you’re happy for her. It’s quite hard when someone who you love goes away. — 
Carl intervened and drank from his cup the last mite of coffee he had. 


- As matter the fact it is, but her happiness is the most important think. — Jeff said to Carl. 
- Well, the difference is she is happy and alive. — Carl said putting the empty cup on the table. 
- What do you mean with “alive”? — Jeff asked. 


The word “alive” called Jeff’s attention, but Carl said nothing. He remained in silence as if he 
had said something bad. The doubt in Jeff’s look put him nervous and having nothing to 
explain about it, Carl stood up ready to leave the kitchen. 


- Ah... I’m going to my room to take a rest, Ren. — Carl said hiding his hands in his pants’ 
pockets. 


- Sure? — Ren asked. 


- Yeah, it’s had been a long and I’m kinda tired. Besides, | still have to unpack the rest of my 
boxes. Thanks for the coffee and Jeff, nice to meet you. 


Carl left the kitchen going up stairs and Jeff could notice something fishy on his voice as if 
something worried him. He stayed with some doubts and he knew that Ren was the only 
person present to clear his doubts. Jeff decided to continue his talk with Ren. 


- What’s up with him? — Jeff asked fingering with his left thumb. 
- He just tired, that’s it. — Ren replied. 
- Coffee always wakes you up. Where are you from? - Jeff asked as an interrogation. 


Ren could notice that they were hiding something. Ren tried to think in some answer to 
resume the reason of their move without any long explanation. 


- New Jersey. I’m work for a company of insurances. Carl is a journalist who is... taking some 
weeks off. 


- And what are you really doing here? 


- In fact, we came just to spend a while here. It will make some good to Carl. — Ren said as the 
best excuse he could get. 


- Some good? What, the city is too much noisy for him? — Jeff asked being sarcastic. 


- | had my promotion a couple of weeks ago and after buy the purple car | have outside, | 
thought in bring Carl here. My boss gave me her blessing to come here so | can help clean 
Carl’s mind. He wanted to leave the city in first place. — Ren replied 


- Can | ask why Carl wanted to leaved? — Jeff asked feeling curious. 
- It’s very hard to explain. — Ren replied and approached his cup to his lips. 
- Your friend has some problem? — Jeff asked. 


Ren stopped before his lips could touch the coffee. He remained in silence for a while, put the 
cup on the table and after make a sigh, he answered the question with something he swore to 
never talk about again, but he had to touch the subject as it hasn’t being mention in years. 


- 2 months ago... - Ren said looking down and then looked up to complete the sentence. - ...his 
brother was killed. 


- Oh, | sorry. — Jeff said. 

- Don’t worry. | didn’t talk about this with anybody else. — Ren said. 
- What did happen? — Jeff asked. 

- Surly you wanna know? — Ren replied. 


- I’m just asking, but if you don’t want to answer, | understand. — Jeff said trying to don’t act so 
curious about that tragedy. 


Ren knew he couldn’t keep keeping that story in secret. In any moment, someone would have 
to know about the reason of Carl’s move and if he wanted to start a new life for him and Carl, 
then he had to establish new relationships with his new neighbors which meant not keep any 
secret not matter how dark seemed to be. Ren thought about it for some seconds and then, he 
began to tell the dark story about Carl’s brother. 


- His name was Maximilian. Everyone called him Max. He and Carl were my neighbors. We 
used to leave in the same neighborhood. Once in a while he used to help me to clean my 
house, cut the lawn, take care of my garden and even he helped me to make a cake for my 
mom every mother’s day. He was always laughing and helping his brother with work. He was 
on college and wanted to do 2 things, repair cars and be a guitarist. One day, he went to 
college to prepare a talent contest for students, but when he was on his way back home, 
something happened. He disappeared for 1 week. The police found him in the forest. He was 
stabbed, all his money was gone and his eyes were ripped out. He had beautiful green eyes 
and somebody ripped 'em out. The police found fingerprints on his green jacket and they could 
get the murders 2 days later. They were 3. When they were interrogated, one of them 
declared it was a robbery. Max fought back resisting the robbery, but at the end he was 
stabbed on his back, right in the kidneys, 2 times, then 1 on the belly and while he was on the 
ground bleeding to death, they stabbed his eyes and ripped them out. The police also found 
the eyes in one the murders’ house. The eyes were in a jar like some kind of sick trophy. 


- Damn, and who were those guys? — Jeff asked. 


- Junkies. It seems they were looking for money to buy more drugs. The judge ended the case 
with a death sentence to those prats. Even they were 16 years old. Death sentence to minor 
criminals is now available since then. — Ren replied looking at the west. 


- | think | heard something about it on la tele. Tell me, Ren, how Max was? 


- Generous, kind, funny and he always used to wear a green jacket just like yours, it combined 
with his eyes. He was blonde, but his hair had peaks like Lisa Simpson’s. 


- So he was kinda aria. 


- Yeah, it could say so. — Ren said looking back to Jeff. - Anyway, Carl found it when he was 
sent to make a report about it. He can’t get it over yet and that’s why | brought him here. He 
could not stand one other minute in the house where he and his brother lived together. Come 
to this town was the only choice | have. Nobody else in the city could help him. 


Jeff soon understood what Carl wanted to be with “alive”. He had someone he loved, a family 
member, who also leaved him, but by murder hands. What Carl tried to say unconsciously is 
that his brother at difference from Jeff’s wife; is dead and would never see him again. He 
meant divorce can be a painful way of lost a husband or a wife, but the worst way of lost a 
loved one is death. Death in all its cruelty provoked by human hands. 


Carl opened 1 of the 4 boxes he got saved on his room, looked inside it with nostalgia for a 
while, put his left hand inside it and brought out a baseball cap that belonged to his brother. It 
was white and red with the word “Weasels” written in front. The Weasels was the name of a 
baseball team which he played with. Maximilian was the best batter and Carl was just 9 when 
he helped him to win in a spring season. The visitor team which they played against was “The 
Possums” and they were made even 8-8. All The Weasels needed to do was catch the ball if 
The Possums gave a hit. Carl was sent to the yard to get the ball. He remembered well when 
The Possum batter hit the ball and when it felt Carl’s location, he caught the ball and The 
Weasels won the game. Max gave Carl the cap he used to wear as a gift for such victory. 


Carl left the cap in the floor and putting his hand back into the box, brought out another 
memory that awoke a flashback in Carl’s mind. It was a macaron necklace with an old iron 
medal he found on the street one day. The medal had an eagle sculpted and the number 1827 
below. Carl saw it as a god piece for his necklace, so he took it home. Carl made the necklace 
as an art project and he wasn’t very good working with better materials like clay or porcelain. 
When he took it to school and show it, he got an F in class, but Max liked and Carl gave it to 
him as a gift. Max kept it all those until his death. 


The necklace was left on the floor along with the cap and the next object taken from the box 
was the most affecting souvenir of all the objects saved on the box. Carl was holding a photo of 
him and Max. It was taken one summer when both brothers were on Miami Beach beholding 
the sea on a hill. Carl and Max were side by side and the sea was behind them glittering like 
crystal by the sunrays. That day Carl felt they were like 2 guys standing on heaven with the 
hand of god lighting an entryway to some beautiful celestial world. 


Carl began to sob when seeing how beautiful Maximilian was before to die. Covering his 
mouth with his right hand, Carl whispered some unclear words without move his teary eyes 
away from the photo. 


- Max, why you have to die? | feel so lonely without you. 


Carl didn’t dare to keep unpacking the box and lied on his bed holding the photo in his arms 
like a teddy. He kept his eyes shut while tears were still shedding from them. The tears 
stopped when sleep came and took Carl to a dream where his sorrow found some comfort. He 
didn’t remember how he got there, but nobody ever knows how dreams start. Dreams have 
not a beginning but an ending. In that dream, Carl was walking around a green pasture with 
soft winds caressing his cheeks. The sky was clear blue and the sun was shining like if it were 
summer. Carl walked straight until his eyes met the sea and the walk leaded him to steep hill. 
He stopped and beheld the sea as if it were the first time. He recalled that place, but he felt 
something different on it. He began to notice it was a dream. 


- | must be dreaming. — Carl thought in high voice. 
- Still have a good eye as always. — A background voice said. 


Carl turned slowly to see who was speaking behind his back. The voice was quite familiar, but 
the most impressive detail was that he knew very well that voice and who was its owner. Carl 
saw with dazzlement the face of the man behind him. He turned without move his eyes away 
from the man. Carl remained still until hear the man’s greeting. 


- Hello, brother. 
- Max. — Carl said almost sobbing. — I’m right, | must be dreaming. 


- You always had a good eye for the undetectable. That’s how you became in a good journalist. 
— Max said smiling and walking toward Carl. 


He stopped by Carl’s right side and while Carl was still looking him, Max did nothing but 
observe the sea. Carl knew it was just a dreaming recreating an old memory, but something 
there made him feel that dream was different. The last dreams Carl had about Max were all 
about his terrible dead. Too nasty and too gory to leave Carl’s mind alone, but that dream was 
so peaceful and so beautiful. 


- | remember this place. It was the first | met the sea. I’d love to have more time to know more 
about it. — Max said still observing the sea. 


- Why you left me, brother? | was so devastated without you. Even | thought on kill myself. — 
Carl said still looking at Max. 


Max remained in silence for some seconds and Carl was hoping to find some answer even 
knowing it was just a dream and the man before him wasn’t Max actually. Max moved his head 
and looked at Carl to answer his question. The answer knocked down the possibility that Carl 
was dreaming. 


- | never left you. | was with you always, but now you need my help. — Max said looking at Carl. 
- Your help? Help with what? — Carl asked hoping to understand Max’s words. 


In that instant, the wind rose quite stronger and the blue sky began to turn grey as if a storm 
were coming. Max turned his stare back to the sea and Carl also did to notice the sea was 
being shaken by the wind. Max remained still looking at the sea and he seemed calmed, but 


Carl felt some dark and malicious sensation that was invading his dream and turning it into a 
dark scene. Fear rose inside Carl telling him something was wrong. 


- What is happening? - Carl asked still looking at the sea. 

- It’s starting. — Max replied. 

- What? — Carl asked again this time looking at Max. 

- You must prepare, he’s coming. — Max replied turning his stare back to Carl. 


Carl held Max’s arms and made one more question hoping to find a clear answer. He began to 
suspicious the place around him was not a dream at all. It was so real to be a dream and so 
frightening to be a nightmare. 


- Who is coming? Please, tell me. 


Max didn’t replied, but Carl could notice some fear in his eyes. And then, Carl released Max’s 
arms and began to step back after see the following happening in Max’s face. Carl saw with 
horror how Max’s eyes began to bleed like if blood tears were shedding from his eyes to his 
cheeks. 


- | can’t speak more, but don’t worry. | will back for you. — Max said. 


The next scene was awful enough to scare the hell out of Carl. Max raised his palms and his 
eyes began to melt turning into red-grey sticking liquid, slipping down from his eye holes, 
running over his checks and falling right in his palms. All what was left from Max’s eyes were 2 
moisty and slimy deformed masses lying in his hands. A thunder flashed behind Max and the 
light blinded Carl for an instant. When Carl got his sight back, he found himself back on his 
room. He was on his bed again. Carl rose up, looked around to get sure he was back on real 
world. Carl breathed deeply relieved that he was on his room and he began to consider his 
reencounter with Max in that hill was nothing more but a dream. He suddenly realized he was 
still holding the hill’s photo in his arms, so he put it upon the furniture on the side. Carl 
remained seated in bed did not go back to sleep that night. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Next morning Ren cooked the midday meal with the food he bought yesterday. Carl was 
seated on the table waiting for the meal and thinking about the dream he had about his 
deceased brother. He still tried to convince himself it was only a dream, but the same feeling 
he had about the cemetery Ren drove by, came back and told him the opposite. Even those 
words Carl heard from Maximilian’s mouth became in some strange puzzle he tried to figure 
out in his mind. His concentration broke when heard Ren said the next: 


- Breakfast is served. 


Carl was back on earth and beheld the meal before him. It was 2 eggs and 2 bacons over a pile 
of 3 waffles. At side there was a cup of coffee. Ren sat before Carl and he had another dish 


with the same meal. He took his cutlery and began to cut the first waffle in the pile also the 
bacons and take the pieces to his mouth. Ren ate with delight the meal he had cook, but after 
finish the first waffle, he noticed Carl was eating calmly and with a thoughtful expression. Ren 
knew something was happening to Carl, so he put the knife and fork down and after swallow 
the food on his mouth, he spoke. 


- What’s up, Carl? 

- Pardon me? — Carl answered like if he’d had woke up from a trance. 

- You look so quiet, what are you thinking? 

Carl didn’t want to talk about the dream he had, but he had to. 

- | had a dream... about Max last night. 

- Again? 

- It’s okay, it wasn’t a bad one this time. 

- And how it was? — Ren asked feeling curious. 

- It was like an old memory. Do you remember when we three were on Miami Beach? 
- You mean that time when you and Carl went to that hill? 

- Yeah, | dreamt | was there with Max, but he tried to tell me something. 

- Tell you something? What it supposes that means? 

- | don’t know, but it was something like if he really came to me as visitor or may a messenger. 


Ren remained in silence to put things together in his mind. The first thought was see Carl’s 
dream as a good sign of recovering. He knew Carl dreamt only about Max’s death, but dream 
with the day they visited that hill could be like a teaching to show Carl there are happy 
memories to remember. Ren spoke to give his conclusion to the matter. 


- May is a good thing. May it’s you conscience telling you not all is about death. There are also 
good things to remember and live forward. 


- Perhaps, but is not just that. There’s something more. 
- What is it? 


- When Max tried to tell me what he was trying to tell me, the sky turned grey and his eyes 
began to bleed. He tried to warn me about something like if something wrong was coming on. 


Ren thought again and he began to suspect about another possible nightmare, but it was 
different. He didn’t an explanation for that, but Ren wasn’t a good psychologist anyway. He 
left the subject behind to focus on his following work. 


After finish the breakfast, Carl and Ren drove around Autumn Yard looking someplace to spend 
the rest of the day busy. Their first stop was an arcade where they played with some old school 
video games. Famous video games classics were available in that arcade such as Mario Bros., 
Tetris, Death Race, Contra, Street Fighters, Mortal Kombat, etc. Carl spent like 3 hours playing 
King Of Fighters while Ren was playing Pac-Man. Ren got tired after playing 2 hours, so he 
changed of game and played Donkey Kong. He spent like 1 hour trying to defeat the giant ape 
that kept Princess Peach kidnaped. 10 minutes later he did it. Carl was just behind him when 
Ren decided to leave the game. They both left the arcade and decided to drive back since time 
was Close to 5. Ren always thinks how unbelievable when with a video game, time runs fast. 
Sometimes hours seems like minutes. Time kept on running when Ren found out the car’s fuel 
was running out, so they drove to their second stop. 


Ren parked on a gas station where he stayed outside along the car while the tank was filling up. 
Meantime Carl was inside the shop eating a chocolate bar he bought from the casher while he 
was checking a comic book he took from a corner. It was a Spiderman comic. Carl didn’t read 
one since he was 14. 


- | see you like comics. — A voiced said behind Carl. 


Carl turned and for his surprise, the man behind him was Jeff. Carl smiled gently giving his 
greetings. 


- Jeff, what are you doing here? 
- | was going to ask you the same question. — Jeff replied smiling. 


- Well, Ren’s car got run out of fuel and he is now reloading. — Carl said pointing outside with 
his right thumb. 


- | see that, so you like Spiderman? 
- Asort of. When | was a kid, | always liked to read super heroes’ comics. 


- Well, it seems you have a good taste. | use to read manga, my favorite ones are Evangelion 
and Saint Seiya. 


- And are they cool? 

- Cool like shit. May you should try to read one of those. 

- | will, but what brings you here anyway? 

- Ah, those guys over there. — Jeff answered looking at the left corner. 


Carl could see 3 guys arguing about some matter he could not hear. 2 of them seemed to be 
close to 30. One of them was wearing a white shirt, red jacket and blue jeans almost Marty 
McFly style while his companion wore a black coat, dark boots and also white shirt and jeans. 
It was a good looking man with bear like those from heroes from roman mythology. The third 
was older, a little stout, swarthy-skinny and he was wearing a purple suit with black shoes, 
white shirt and no necktie. 


- Who are they? — Carl asked. 

- The red jacket guy is Joe and the one along him is lan. — Jeff replied looking back at Carl. 
- What about the man in purple? 

- Peter Robertson. He is the mayor. 

- The mayor of Autumn Yard? — Carl asked surprised. 


- The same and only one. My fellas wanted to meet him and they called me to say he was 
going to come here. 


- So you came to see the mayor. 
- It was Joe’s idea. They are asking him permission to visit St. Amato Cemetery. 


Carl got freeze when hearing that. He felt like going there would be suicide. He didn’t know 
why, but somehow he knew it was not going to be a good idea. 


- What they want to go there for? 
- Just to fool around, but I’m not planning to go with them. 
- Well, that’s a good choice. — Carl said feeling calmed. 


Jeff didn’t reply when seeing Joe and lan coming closer. Peter Robertson had left the store and 
judging for the expression in the boy’s faces, it seemed they didn’t get to any agreement. 


- | gotta go. See you tomorrow — Jeff said and walked toward his pals. 


Carl decided to leave the store and return to Ren’s car. The fuel was full and Ren was on the 
wheel waiting for Carl. He finally appeared and got into the car right in the back seat. Ren 
made no question, started the car and drove away. 


After get home, it was quite at night and Ren was in the kitchen cooking the dinner. He cooked 
steaks with mashed potatoes and broccoli. Ren even included some olive harvest to give a 
better taste. Once the dinner was served on table, Carl and Ren enjoy the yummy meal. Carl 
always knew Ren was a good cooker. So good he could even get a job as chef, but Carl never 
dared to ask about that until that night. 


- You know something, Ren? | think you should be a chef. — Carl said after swallow the piece of 
meat in his mouth. 


- No, | don’t have wood for that. — Ren replied while he cut the steak. 
- Why not? 
- Be a chief requires an entire time on kitchen. Besides | already have a job, remember? 


- By the way, where you learned to do so good plates? 


- When | we were in Miami Beach, | met a girl from Japan who travelled around the world to 
learn different types of food. When you and Max were in that hill, | was driving by the route 
and | found her there. She wanted someone to drive her to the city, so | picked her up to the 
car. When we get to the city, she gave me a list of her different ways to cook as gift, got out of 
the car and I’ve seen her again. 


- She gave you her list just like that? 


- Yeap, the funniest part was she didn’t speak English but | talked to her during the journey. | 
said | wanted to learn how to cook someday since I’m not marred and in some point I’d have 
to cook my own meal. It seemed she did understand me all this time and that’s why she gave 
her recipes. Even the list was written in English. 


- Do you remember her name? 


- Well, she talked to me, but | didn’t understand a word. Perhaps her name was Toriyama 
because she used that word twice when she introduced herself. 


- It seems meet her was a blessing. Your meals are great. 
- God bless Japanese visitors. 


Dinner was finished and Ren washed the dishes while Carl went upstairs back to his room. The 
steak was so delicious made Carl forget about his concerns about Jeff visiting the cemetery. 
When Ren finished with the dishes, he went upstairs ready to rest. First he decided to give 
good nights to Carl, so he stopped in Carl’s room and found him watching the neighborhood 
through the window. Carl knew Ren was behind him, but he didn’t dare to turn after hear him 
talk. 


- Good night, Carl. 
- Good night, Ren. 


Ren shut the door leaving Carl alone still on the window and walked toward his room. He got 
in and shut the door. Ren took out his blue jacket, walked toward the closet and saved the 
jacket inside it. Then he walked to the bed, sat on it, took out his shoes, lifted his feet and lied 
cozily on his bed. Ren had his radio in the furniture along right side, so he turned it on to listen 
some music. Spinning the button with his left hand, he changed the channels until find some 
good music to listen. He stopped when his ears detected a beautiful masterpiece that would 
help him to relax until fall to sleep. It was Ludwig Van Beethoven’s Fur Elise being played on 
the symphonic channel. Ren relaxed, closed his eyes and left the music do its work. 


Carl went away from the window, lied on his bed and tried to get some sleep. The strange 
surreal event with Max in dreamland kept him awake last night and all he wanted to do now 
was get back the lost dream hours. He closed his eyes to sleep again and did not stop of 
thinking about what Max was trying to tell him. That doubt didn’t leaved Carl’s mind since last 
night. When dream came and took him once again to dream land, the hours passed away and 
his room was dark being illuminated only by the moonlight. The house was quiet and no sound 
was there, only darkness and silence. The silence invaded Carl’s room until some sounds 


(almost like moans) began to invade the room. A cracking sound originated from the walls 
invaded the room, but it didn’t wake Carl. The walls around him began to twist like if they 
were made of clay and some bulges emerged from them. The bulges stretched toward Carl’s 
position and they began to change. The longer bulges reduced, small straps emerged from the 
top and turned into bony hands. A line got open in the bigger bulges and turned into a mouth, 
2 big holes appeared above, inside the mouth grew human teeth and tongue. The holes were 
deep and hollow and some blood was spilling out of them. The heads were shaped as skulls 
and were moaning with a macabre voice that didn’t sound human at all. They stretched their 
arms with hands open ready to grab Carl. One of them was closer to him and now its thin 
skeleton hands were over him, but a human voice in the emptiness called him. 


- Carl! Carl, wake up! — The voice said. 


Carl opened his eyes immediately and rose up. He looked around, but there was nothing there. 
He was all alone, but somehow he felt something else was in the room. He could feel the 
hands around him even in his dream. He felt it, but he wonder why if he was alone. He 
wondered over and over before back to sleep: 


- Why | felt like if they wanted to grab me? 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Everything was quiet in the streets of Autumn Yard and only some few were on the street to 
drink beer in some night bars and others who were younger went to party in some night clubs 
drinking booze, dancing and losing their virginity with some stranger. Even in a quiet town like 
Autumn Yard, the youth always finds a way to destroy itself. Between those young people, 
only 2 had other plans to do not sleep home. Those boys were Joe and lan. They were hiding 
from human sight behind a bush and were watching the gate to St. Amato Cemetery. They 
waited hoping the place was deserted and they could get in as they planned, but Joe somehow 
knew deep inside that they were about to commit the biggest mistake of their lives. 


- lan, it’s late. Can we come back tomorrow? — Joe said. 


- No way. You heard Robertson, there’s no way he let us in to explore. This is our only chance. 
— lan replied. 


- But, lan, you know well what... 
- Shut up! Here he comes. — lan said interrupting Joe. 


The gate got open and the two spies watched a man coming out. It was a man kind of 40 
dressed white with green farmer pants and black boots. It was the grave keeper and he 
decided to take some rest after spent several hours taking care of the graves. He was carrying 
a shovel on his left hand and leaved it against the gate’s bars. He took out from his pockets a 
package of cigarettes and a lighter. He took a cigarette, saved the package back to the pocket, 
fired the cigarette up and once he saved the lighter as well, the keeper began to smoke. 


Joe and lan saw how the grave keeper walked away leaving his position. Obviously the keeper 
was afraid of get caught smoking since he had some vicious for tobacco and was sent several 
times to rehabilitation. It was now or ever, lan gave his first step and ordered Joe to follow him. 


- Ok, Joe. Let’s go. 
- But, lan... 
- Now before he returns! 


Joe had no choice and always wondered by he was so stuck to lan. Anyway, Joe followed lan 
behind and they both ran fast straight to the gate. The keeper was already far to noticed the 
presences of his intruders. The boys beheld the graveyard and walked around as if it were a 
park. lan seemed to enjoy of his victory, but Joe knew they were doing wrong walking around 
the yard were the dead rest in peace. Didn’t matter what Joe thought, lan always considered 
himself a smart ass and Joe was nothing but his beast of burden. A pet following lan’s steps 
like a trained dog, but even trained dogs can detect danger and that’s what Joe began to 
detect when they got closer to the woods. 


- lan, seriously we should not be here. — Joe said. 

-Give me a good reason. — lan said mocking. 

- | could give you one and you already know which one is. — Joe replied. 

- Don’t go around with bullshits. — lan said moving his left hand with fingers joined. 
- But here people disappear. 

- And we'll know why. 


lan kept on moving until get into the woods and Joe could not leave him, so he got in as well. 
The woods seemed to don’t have any sign of live may ‘cause it was dark and all animals could 
be sleeping, or may was something else. Anyway, no animal was seen in that part of the woods 
by day. Although the fact lan was so pretentious and a sort of swellhead, he always had 
curiosity about several disappearances occurred before in that same woods. lan would find an 
answer one way or other and that was his only chance. They followed a path illuminated by 
the moon leading to only god knows where. 


There was only silence and darkness around lan and Joe, not even a sound from crickets or 
owls and that wasn’t normal at all. The woods itself seemed to be dead. Joe felt a chilling 
sensation of being inside an immense crypt and saw the trees as if they were coffins. Joe did 
not stop of looking around while lan was looking ahead and somehow he felt like if the trees 
were watching them. 


- lan, | wanna keep out of here. — Joe said getting scared. 


- Not yet, Joe. | feel we are getting closer. — lan replied. 


lan was right about something, they were getting closer to something and it wasn’t something 
good. Joe stopped after noticed there was something behind the following bushes before 
them. It was no more bushes or trees. They could notice a free space and lan decided to keep 
moving, but Joe tried to make him change of mind one more time. 


- lan; please. 
- Come on, don’t be a fucking pussy. 


lan stopped and took a good look to see what was behind those bushes. He moved a little 
toward, extended both hands, speared the bushes and glazed the yard that made his eyes 
open wide. He remained still looking at it and felt some satisfaction after find what could be 
the cause of such mentioned people’s disappearing. 


- Joe, | think we found it. — lan said without move his stare away. 
- What is it? 
- Why you don’t come and see? 


Joe was about to make his step to see lan’s great discovery until some sound stopped him. It 
sounded kind like a voice, a very deep and gruff voice. Joe could not catch what it was saying, 
but he turned around to check if he and lan were not alone. Nothing in the dark was found and 
Joe suspected it could be just a trick from his fear. Then, the sound stroke again the silence 
and it leaded Joe’s stare to a tree. Joe remained still once his ears detected a cracking sound 
originated from the tree. Then, the chilling sensation hit Joe once he saw a small fissure in the 
trunk that seemed to be growing. It grew slowly side up drawing a half circle in the trunk. It 
opened like some kind of wooden mouth and it began to slobber some thick red liquid that 
was like a mixture of blood and sap. Joe was freeze before the event, but his mind was still 
active to call for lan. 


- lan.... — Joe said with a chilling voice. 

- What now? 

-That tree smiles to me! — Joe said fingering the smiling tree. 

- Don’t say those bullshits. — lan replied still looking at his target. 


Joe turned around ready to yell lan so he could call his attention; but along lan’s side, another 
tree began to bleed. It had 2 holes with the same substance running over. It was making a 
cracking sound that wasn’t originating from the trunk. Joe lifted his sight a noticed the bunch 
of leaves twisting like if it had something inside trying to go out. Then, the vines began to 
emerge and got closer to lan. The vines were slithering like snakes and some of them looked 
like big claws ready to grab lan. They were over their victim already, so Joe decided to act. 


- lan; turn around! 


He heard Joe’s yelling and move his sight away from the marked spot. lan walked toward Joe 
with a frown in his face. It was evident he wasn’t in the mood and once he stopped before Joe, 
he used his anger hoping to find any explanation to Joe’s concerning. 


- What the fuck is wrong with you? — lan asked with anger. 

- We need to leave this place now. — Joe replied still chilling. 

- Not yet. We found what we were looking and | don’t want to miss this chance. 
- We gonna day if we stay. 


lan was about to give his final verdict since he was always sick of hearing all Joe’s complains. 
lan always wanted to be in front and Joe always warned him about his bad ideas. This was 
going to be the last time lan was going to tolerate his henchman’s complains. Before finalize 
the discussion with something lan always wanted to say to Joe after being tolerating his 
complains he saw something behind Joe that changed the course. The first bleeding tree Joe 
saw was moving. The vines descended from the bunch of leaves shaped as hands and 
extending right to his spot. lan acted fast and jump over Joe. They both fell in the ground 
before the big wooden hands could grab them. lan lifted his face and saw the hands returning 
to the tree. Joe also took a good look and saw how the tree saved its hands without stop 
smiling. lan looked back at Joe and once their stares met each other, Joe could see clearly the 
fear in lan’s face; a fear that changed very thing about lan in just a sec. 


- What the fuck was that? — lan asked. 


Joe made no reply because he knew it was a rhetoric question. lan already knew what it was 
and the fear made him lost his perception of reality. Joe noticed then something behind lan. 
Long that seemed to be a worm of a snake. His view delay 4 or 5 seconds to see beyond the 
darkness and realize what it was. Panic made him act suddenly. 


- lan, behind you! — Joe yelled. 


The warning was in vain because before lan could turn around and avoid the danger, it was 
already late. lan was lifted away from Joe and he stood up quickly to see with horror the last 
moments lan was going to pass. A root that came out of the ground was rolled up lan’s body at 
the same way an anaconda rolls up an animal’s body to crush its bones and then eat it full. lan 
was now on the mercy of his predator and felt like if all reality around him turned into some 
surreal nightmare. Joe felt at the same way. 


- What the fuck? Joe! Help me! Help me, please! — lan yelled in despair. 


The cry for help was in vain because there was nothing Joe could do. All Joe could do was just 
watching how his friend cried and yelled in desperation. The call of help was soon silenced 
when another root emerged from the solid ground fast as a bullet and penetrated lan’s nape. 
The tine of the root came out through lan’s mouth painted in red and twisted like a repulsive 
parasite that leaves its victim’s body after eat its entrails. Joe supposed lan could have died in 
an instant or drowned with all the tones of blood that was filling his lungs until slip over his 
mouth, but he didn’t want to stay and see more. Joe decided to run and leave the horror scene. 


In meantime, the tine came back into lan’s mouth and the root was removed leaving just a 
hole in lan’s nape. The wooden snake that was holding lan’s body of a sudden left him fall 
dead in the ground. 


Joe ran with all his will with no thought about the way where he came from. His thought were 
blurred by the fear and all he could hear in his mind was the sound of his own heart beating 
fast and the sound of some unhuman deep voices and echoes in the dark. Joe could not 
distinguish if those sounds were laughs, cries, moans, whispers or calls. Did not matter, all Joe 
wanted to do was leave the woods. He ran and ran blinded by the sensation of fear. He tripped 
with a rock and landed on the ground with his face. He got up slowly feeling the dirt added on 
his face and sticking blood running down from his nose wounded by the impact. He touched 
his nose gently to check how bad it was and felt some pain that made his left hand get away. 
Joe made just a tiny groan and then his eyes met something forward. He saw tombstones and 
it meant he was back at the St. Amato Cemetery. Joe stood up and kept on with his run. He 
back at the cemetery and he could see a man walking among the graves holding a shovel and it 
nothing more but the grave keeper. Joe ran toward him happy and yelled “Help me” several 
times. The keeper heard him and he got closer wondering what was happening. Joe slew down 
once the grave keeper was close to him and then stopped. Joe breathed exhausted while the 
keeper spoke. 


- Hey, what do you do here? The place is shut. 

- Please, sir. They killed my partner. 

- What? Who? 

- | don’t know, but please call the ambulance of something... 
- Alright, alright, take it easy. Just tell me what happen. 


Before Joe could answer, he heard a sound coming from the woods. It was the sound of 
someone walking between then the bushes. Joe turned around slowly to see who else could 
be there. Joe and the keeper could not see a thing until a red light began to approach. The 
witnesses of such strange event remained still looking at that light that was getting closer. As 
long as the light approached, Joe felt a smell like burn. Something was burning and was coming 
from the woods. The light was already close enough to see what was generating it. Behind 
those trees and bushes there was a fire glazing in red, but the freakiest part was starting. From 
the fire something black emerged, lied on a trunk and pushed it until the tree fell. Another 
black shape repeated the same progress with another tree and the witnesses reached to see 
those long black shapes where hands and in the fire they could see a body. It was a thing body 
covered on red fire. The shaped emerged from the bushes and Joe beheld with horror the 
thing that came from the woods. It was a tall burning black skeleton with a neck long as giraffe 
and the skull had fire burning up in both eyeholes and flames where coming out from its 
mouth as a torch. The specter walked toward its watcher leaving a trail of fire behind. The 
grave keeper leaved his shovel fall in the ground and reacted with horror spitting a doubt 
about what could be that creature onward. 


- What the fuck is that? 


- Run! — Joe yelled taking the keeper’s right arm. 


Both men began to run while the burning skeleton began to walk straight to them. It didn’t 
attempt to reach them quick. The creature walked in normal velocity while its victims were 
getting far as they could. The entrance was forward and Joe wanted to stop until get there. 
The keeper didn’t dare to look back in spite he suspected why the creature wasn’t already at 
his back. The keeper was losing his youth and health fast and he knew he wouldn’t make it, but 
he wondered why he wasn’t already caught. He looked back and noticed the creature wasn’t 
even running. It seemed like if the specter was taking its time for its preys. 


- It isn’t running. It’s tall enough to catch us. Why it isn’t running? — The keeper said looking 
back. 


- | don’t know, but | don’t care. Let’s just keep the fuck out of here. — Joe replied still focusing 
on his way. 


The specter was obviously taking its time and the reason was reveal once the keeper made its 
unexpected last step. Something came out of the ground and held the keeper’s right leg. He 
fell and Joe stopped once the keeper’s hand released his. Joe turned around and saw the 
keeper in the ground trying to stand up, but something was stopping him. Joe took a good look 
a saw something that was holding the keeper’s leg. The keeper looked back and he could also 
see it. It was a dead man’s hand. A bony hand covered with fragments of rotten flesh and 
worms creeping on them. 


- Help me! — The keeper said several times. 


Joe got close and held the keeper’s left hand with both hands trying to help him. Joe pushed 
will all his strength, but the rotten hand refused to let its victim go. The specter on fire was 
getting closer and Joe tried to do his best to release the keeper. Then, the keeper gave an 
awful shout and Joe notice something below him was pushing him. A red stain began to appear 
in the keeper’s back. It was growing push after push until Joe beheld the true horror that was 
behind the push. The cloths broke and from the keeper’s back emerged a gory bony hand 
holding a soft object that seemed to be breathing. It was the keeper’s beating heart that was 
still alive and spitting blood jets from its veins. The keeper no longer moved and fell dead in 
the ground. The bloody heart also died in matter of seconds and the beatings no longer were 
heard. The blood flowing from the veins soon stopped telling the organ was drained off. The 
hand returned back to its place taking the heart with itself. All what was left now was the 
keeper’s dead body with a deep hole in its back over a puddle of blood that fed the burial 
ground. The ground began to move and Joe could see that from it, worms emerged to taste 
the sweet blood, but also some hands ascended from the ground with worms and beetles still 
eating the flesh on the bones and it seemed the blood running by was refreshing those old 
bones that remained so much time in the dirt. When Joe recovered the knowledge, he lifted 
the stare and saw the burning skeleton now before him. It was standing still and made no 
attempt to strike Joe cuz he had a victim already dead to satisfice its appetite. Joe looked 
down again and saw the scavenger bugs over the dead body tasting the flesh and washing 
themselves up with the blood beneath them. The most horrifying thing was the dead hands 
taking and drawing up the body as if they were dogs fighting for a bone. Joe did not wanted to 


stay anymore watching the horror show or even see how the dead hands tear the body apart. 
Joe turned around and started once again to run. He didn’t look back and ran fast as he could 
until reach the entry. Once he left the dead yard behind along with the horror show, Joe was 
now on the road and was surprised by a white light that came from the nowhere. Joe stopped 
and felt something hard hit his body and pushing him away. Joe felt the ground after feel the 
impact and fell in the ground. Joe tried to rise up again with some pain in his body. For luck the 
hit wasn’t hard enough to kill him, so Joe could stand p once again in spite of the pain. He saw 
2 shadows before him that took his arms and began to grab him to the light. Joe recovered his 
conscious and behind the light he could see a car. It wasn’t any car, it was a cop car. Joe looked 
at the men that were holding him and he could see they were cops. Joe felt calmed now, but 
he hasn’t enough strength to talk. The cops put Joe into their car and shut the door. Both men 
got into the car, started it and drove away from the cemetery. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Carl opened his eyes once he felt the sunrays caressing his face. He threw away the sheets and 
got up of bed. Put his shoes on, stood up and walked to the door leaving the room. Carl 
headed to the stairs and after reach them, he came down stairs. Once in the first floor, Carl 
stopped after see Ren in the kitchen as usual, but he wasn’t making the breakfast. Instead, Ren 
was sitting on the table reading the newspaper. Carl knew there was something fishy because 
Ren only reads after made the breakfast, but the table had nothing. Not even a bit of bread. 


- Ren, what’s going on? Where’s the breakfast? — Carl asked. 


Ren heard him and lifted for a moment to see Carl. Ren made no reply, but he stood up and 
left the table walking toward Carl with the newspaper in the left hand. He left the kitchen 
behind and stopped before Carl. 


- Look at the newspaper. — Ren said extending his left arm offering the paper to Carl. 


Carl knew something was wrong, he saw it on Ren’s eyes. He took the newspaper and saw 
something that surprised him in a very shocking way. It was in first page: 


ARRESTED FOR KILLING A GRAVE KEEPER 


Below the headline there was a picture of a dismembered body that used to the grave keeper 
in the beginning. Carl opened the newspaper a look for the page that contained the full notice. 
He found it in the 6” page and read the article: 


“Above 4 at the morning, a man was found running in the road and was surprise by a patrol 
that crashed him. For luck the man suffered no injuries after the impact and both cops escorted 
him to the police station where he was interrogated and told an unbelievable story. The man 
was identified as Joe Carson and according to his story, he declared he was walking around St. 
Amato Cemetery in company of lan Redford and they both dared to adventure themselves into 
the woods. Joe came out from the woods with no signs of lan and crossed over with Mr. 
Anthony Skyward, the grave keeper. When police asked him about Mr. Skyward, Joe Carson 


declared he was murdered by the dead. His testimony also mentioned lan was murder by the 
woods itself. That the roots emerged from the ground and killed lan, one rolled over lan and 
another perforated his head. When Joe was caught by Mr. Skyward, he said a big skeleton in 
flames appeared and chased them. Then Joe said he saw hands coming out from the ground 
and grabbing Mr. Skyward. Joe said a hand emerged beneath Joe and took his heart out. Joe 
escaped and collided with the patrol that escorted him. The authorities didn’t believe his story 
and was put behind the bars for possible homicide. The authorities investigated the cemetery 
and they found Mr. Skyward’s body dismembered. They also looked for lan’s body, but nothing 
was found in the woods. The police keep Joe under custody hoping to hear the truth of what did 
happen last night. 


- He said he saw the dead doing it. — Ren intervened. 


Carl lifted the stare away from the newspapers for a while to look at Ren with whiteness in his 
face. Ren noticed behind that expression that somehow Carl already knew about that success. 
So Ren decided to talk and hear any possible information about the guys that visited the 
cemetery. 


- What’s the matter, Carl? 

- | met these guys yesterday. — Carl said with a cold voice. 

- What? 

- It was in the gas station. They were Jeff’s pals. He also was there as well. 
- And what it supposes they were doing there? 


- They went to see Mayor Peter. Asked his permission to visit the cemetery, but he gave 
negative answer. 


- Please, tell me Jeff wasn’t thinking about visiting that awful place. — Ren said laying his left 
hand upon his forehead. 


- Jeff wasn’t there. He said he wouldn’t go there; otherwise his name would be also in this 
article. — Carl said making a gest with the newspaper. 


- Then those two assholes had gone there all by themselves? That was so stupid. | wonder 
why? 


- Jeff said nothing about it, but I’m sure there’s something bad in that cemetery. | feel it since 
the first time we arrived here. 


- What you mean? 
- | don’t know. It’s hard to explain. 
- Well, then we should go to see Jeff and find out what did happen. 


- You think we should? 


- Jeff is our friend now, Carl. If he is involve in some crazy shit, the best thing we can do is help 
him to get out of it. 


Ren headed to the door and Carl headed to the kitchen. Carl left the newspaper in the table 
once he was in the kitchen and then leaved again walking toward Ren. He was in front of the 
door waiting and they two were now ready to leave the house and visit Jeff until Ren made a 
question to Carl. 


- Carl, | forgot the key in my room. 
- It’s ok, I’ll go after them. | back in a while. 
- | wait you here. 


Ren remained still while Car was heading to the stairs to ascend and look for the house key. 
Ren forgot take the key before leave the room and go to the kitchen, now Carl had to go after 
it. As is pretty common, no one must leave a house without lock the door. A simple mistake is 
enough to be victim of any assault. Ren was concerned about that as anybody does; Carl had 
his mind in something else. 


Carl went upstairs thinking on the article he had just read. The feeling he had before about 
that cemetery came back and this time was stronger than ever. Carl never trusted in his 
instincts before, but something was pushing him to do it. He also suspected about a possibly 
connection with the dream he had about Maximilian. It was quite foolish to him, but a 
possibility. All his doubts were illuminated once Carl reached the second floor. 


Carl saw something before him a mist coming out from the bottom’s door. He could even hear 
a weak sound of water flushing from the sink. The door was a quite open and Carl could see 
also a shape within. Someone was in that bathroom and acknowledging that Ren was 
downstairs, it couldn’t be Jeff neither because he didn’t hear any visiting about him that day. 
Carl suspected it could be an intruder. Wondering how could someone got into the house 
without being noticed, Carl walked straight to the bathroom slowly to find out who was there. 
Carl had afraid it could be a thief or worse, but he had to take the chance to find it out. 
Normally a disarmed man should not go to face an intruder knowing it can be a dangerous 
man, but Carl knew as well if something bad was going to happen, Ren would hear it and go to 
notify to the law. Carl finally reached the door and didn’t dare to ask who it was in case of 
being about to struggle against a punk. He extended his left hand and pushed the door. It was 
open and he could see a man standing before the mirror holding some cutting object in his 
right hand. It was hard to see because the hot steam originated from the shower and sink. Carl 
kept his breath in and spoke to the man. 


- Who are you? What do you want? 
- Don’t you recognize me? — The man replied. 


As matter the fact, the voice was quite familiar and brought some memories back to Carl’s 
mind. Memories about a man he used to know in the past. The man finally turned around 
slowly and walked getting closer to Carl. He face came out from the stream and Carl remained 


still beholding his visitor. The man was tall and wore a green jacket, a white shirt, blue jeans 
and black shoes. All his clothes were filth with mud and seemed like if they had been in the 
dust and oblivion for a very long time, but what really shattered Carl’s nerves was the man’s 
face. It was pale and he had no eyes. Only 2 deep black holes with some dry blood below them. 
In spite of some filth in his face and blonde hair, Carl knew who it was and there was only one 
man in earth who could wear a green jacket, carry that Lisa Simpson’s hair style and speak a 
voice that only Carl recognize. The revelation came to its climax when the man before Carl said 
the following sentence: 


-Hi, Brother. Did you miss me? 
- No, it’s impossible. You’re dead. | must be dreaming again. — Carl said with broken voice. 
- I'm afraid you’re not. — Max replied. 


Carl felt a sensation of fear and sorrow struggling inside his soul and the apparition before him 
seemed too real to be true. All Carl could do was keep talking to the phantom hoping to find 
any answer to such bizarre event. 


- What do you want from me? 
- | came to say you are in danger. 
- Danger? From what? 


- Go to the woods and you’ll know it. — Max said lifting up his right hand and pointing with the 
glass the woods direction. 


Now Carl was surely convinced he wasn’t dreaming at all and may the ghost before him was 
really his deceased brother Maximilian. Carl did not know if cry of fear of joy, but a voice that 
came from the first floor interrupted the moment. 


- Carl, what are you doing up there? 


Carl looked back to see if Ren was behind. Nothing at sight was seen but the stairs way down. 
Carl soon reminded Ren was down stairs waiting for Carl to bring the house key. Carl was lost 
in such terrifying encounter with his dead brother that he forgot what he had to do first. He 
knew he could not keep Ren waiting so long, but first Carl needed to take one more look at 
Max. Carl looked back at the spot where Max was, but he saw nothing. The bathroom was 
empty again. No mist, no steam, no water flushing in the sink and no sign of the apparition 
neither. Carl inspected the bathroom to get sure, but nothing was there. It was empty. 


- C’mon, Carl. Why are you taking so long? — Ren called out from below. 


Carl stopped looking and walked toward Ren’s room. Once in front of the door, Carl saw the 
key over the drawer next bed. Carl got into the room, extended his left hand and picked up the 
key. He walked back leaving the room and headed toward the stairs. He finally got there and 
descended through the stairs just to meet Ren still standing waiting for his return. 


- Why you took so long? — Ren asked. 


- Sorry, I... was in the bathroom. — Carl replied after reach the floor. 


He extended his left hand showing the key to Ren and he took it with his left hand. Ren turned 
and inserted the key in the door’s keyhole. 


- Please, tell me washed your hands first before pick up the key. — Ren said while opening the 
door. 


Carl made no reply. He just thought about the weir experience he had just lived in the 
bathroom. He wondered if he should tell Ren about it, but somehow he knew it wasn’t still 
time. All they had to do now was meet Jeff first and that was faster than they though. Ren 
opened the door and for his surprise, there was Jeff. He was standing with his left hand up 
with knuckles ready to knock the door. The astonishment was written in both faces. Ren was 
the first one in ask about such unexpected meeting. 


- Jeff, we were just about to go to see you. 
- | was going to say the same thing about you, may | come in? — Jeff said. 
- Right, sure. — Ren answered after recover his reason. 


Jeff walked inside the house after Ren stepped back giving pass to his way. Then Ren shut the 
door and locked with the key. Jeff remained still waiting to talk to his pals. Once Ren was 
unoccupied, they began their chat. 


- You probably wonder why I’m here. — Jeff said. 
- Actually we were wondering if you know about last night. — Ren said. 


- Yes, | do. Those dumb fuckers. | told them not to go there. — Jeff said with some bit of anger 
in his voice. 


- So you were not there with them. — Carl said. 


- Of course not. It was all lan’s idea and Joe was nothing but his henchman. They were always 
like that since primal school. — Jeff said walking around the room. 


- And what you were to them? — Ren asked. 


- Just a friend, nothing more. | can’t still believe Joe is in jail, he was a good body; a kind of 
dumb, but still good. He would never kill a fly. — Jeff said and stopped walking. 


- What about lan? — Carl asked. 


- Ha, he always believed himself a top man. Thinking the globe was spinning around him. — Jeff 
replied in a sarcastic tone. 


- If Joe didn’t harm him, why the police cannot find his body? — Ren asked. 


Jeff remained in silence for a while thinking what to say. There was something more in the 
chatting that Ren and Carl did not know. Jeff knew someday they would find it out, but it was 
better tell them now than later. 


- Tell you something? It’s not the first time someone disappears. — Jeff said. 


Ren and Carl we surprised after hear that, but Carl already felt something suspicious about St. 
Amato Cemetery since the first time he saw it. Ren was the only one who did not know 
anything about Carl’s hunch, so he kept on asking. 


- Really? Have you got into that cemetery before? 


- No way, Robertson would blow my ass off. Is forbidden go beyond the woods around it. 
People can visit the cemetery only by day and funerals are always made by day. At night the 
place is always shut down and Mr. Skyward was the only keeper qualified to watch the gate. 


- Can | ask why is forbidden go beyond the woods? — Carl asked. 
- It’s hard to tell. | heard it has something to do with a warlock. 
- A warlock? Which warlock? — Ren asked. 


- It’s an old story. People told there was a warlock in the woods where he practiced black 
magic and summoned evil spirits. Mayor Robertson’s grandfather caught him in and ripped out 
his heart with a hunter knife. That warlock was buried in the old cemetery. 


- In that same cemetery? 
- No, I’m talking about another cemetery hidden in the woods. 
- Wait, there’s another cemetery? — Carl asked alarmed. 


- The first one in Autumn Yard. It had being forgotten with passing of years and it’s still hidden 
in the woods. People say it’s cursed because the warlock was buried there. 


- And you think that is true? — Ren asked. 


- | don’t know, some people said his body was never buried and it was left in some place of the 
woods. The same thing with his heart, nobody knows where was hidden. Anyway, people 
began to disappear after that each time someone gets into that forest at night. Once they get 
in, they never come back. 


Ren thought about the subject, but Carl now understood the riddle to his strange hunches and 
feelings about the place. Even that could also explain the visiting from his diseased brother. It 
had sense now to him, but that didn’t explain why Max the one who came to warn him. Any 
kind of spirit with good intentions could come and give such a warning, but may anyone how 
sees a Spirit would shit on his pants before listen to it. May someone who had been known in 
life would be listen after perish or if he appears. Carl considered that may Max was sent from 
heaven to help him in such event that goes beyond the understanding of any mortal. 


- I’m not pretty sure about this curse business. — Ren said. 


- Me nether. We could say they just ran away, but that would not make any senses. Otherwise, 
they won’t leave their personal objects or anything of value abandoned in home. Visit the 
cemetery at night was forbidden since then. — Jeff affirmed. 


Carl felt it was time to tell them about Max and it ain’t matter if they believe him or not, he 
had to do it anyway. If Max was right, if the answers were in the woods, they would know 
about. 


- | also have something to tell. — Carl said. 


Ren and Jeff leaded their sights to Carl to hear what he had to say. Ren doubted Carl had 
something important to say, but Jeff didn’t. So they both remained in silence and listen to 
Carl’s words. 


- Since the first time | came, | began to feel something about that cemetery. | don’t know how 
to explain it, but is something bad. There’s something bad in that place. — Carl said. 


- You say there’s something bad there because you feel it? — Jeff asked. 
- | don’t just feel, it was also told to me. 
- Who told you? 


Carl remained in silence for a moment giving Jeff and Ren time to clear their minds so they 
could listen very well what Carl had to say. The time came and Carl spoke the name. 


- Max. 

- Max? You are talking about your brother? — Jeff asked doubting. 
- The same one. — Carl replied. 

- But Max is dead. — Ren said. 


- Yes, | know, but somehow | see him. His spirit | mean. The first time | saw him was in a dream 
| had the day after me and Ren moved here. It started as a recalling to the day we visited 
Miami. | thought it was only a dream, but it was so real. Max tried to tell me something, but | 
woke up before he could say something more. 


- Okay, you saw him in a dream and what has to do that with the cemetery? — Ren said. 
- | saw Max again. 
- When? — Ren asked still doubting. 


- A couple of minutes ago before have this conversation. — Carl said and put his eye on Ren. - 
When | was upstairs looking for your keys. He was in the bathroom standing before the mirror. 
| wondered if | was dreaming, but | wasn’t. He was standing right there before the mirror and 
when | talked to him, he turned and it was him. The same clothes, the same hair and the same 
face, but... 


Carl stopped talking, looked down and thought about finding a way to explain Max look, but he 
could not find a better way to explain the way Max was looking. Ren had still the stare of 
doubt in his face, but Jeff wanted to know more. 


- But what? — Jeff asked making Carl finish his telling. 


- He was just at the same way he was when the police found him dead. His clothes and face 
filth with mud, but his eyes.... 


Carl stopped again. He lifted his stare up, looked at his witnesses again and kept on with his 
telling. 


- He had no eyes. Just 2 black holes with dry blood below. It was so awful see him again in that 
state. — Carl said starting to sob. 


- Okay, take it easy. What happened next? — Jeff said. 


- He told me we are in danger. He didn’t tell me from what. He just told me to go to the woods 
to find it out. 


- Go to the woods? You can’t be serious. — Jeff said. 
- That is what Max told me. 
- And how do you know you were not hallucinating? 


- | don’t take drugs, Ren and you know it. Besides, the sun’s up and whatever that is in the 
woods, | guess it’s sleeping now. 


- Honestly, this has not any sense. 

- Nothing in this place has. Not after the things that happens there. — Jeff said cutting in. 
- | will go to the woods. | already decided it. — Carl said with straight voice. 

- No, you can’t. It’s very dangerous. — Ren said. 


- | don’t need a second opinion. Something is wrong here and I’m gonna find out one way or 
another. 


Ren said nothing about Carl’s decision. He thought about it and concluded that nothing would 
change his mind. Ren laid his right hand on his forehead to calm his thoughts and decided that 
leave Carl go to the woods alone was not a good choice neither. 


- Okay, fuck it. I’ll go with you. 
- What? — Jeff asked shocked. 
- No, Ren. It’s not safe. — Carl replied. 


- | know is not. That’s why I’m not going to leave you go to explore alone. — Ren replied. 


Carl said nothing about that, but it was the right thing. Protection is something that Carl would 
need after all, so he nodded giving a positive answer. 


- What about you, Jeff? — Ren asked directing to Jeff. 
- Me? No thanks. I’m not going to in in that place. — Jeff answered. 
- So what are you gonna do then? — Carl asked. 


- | gonna visit Joe. | hope he explain me why lan wanted to go there in first place. — Jeff said 
walking toward the door. 


- | guess we'll see you later. — Ren said. 
- Yeah, if that damn place doesn’t kill you first. — Jeff said unlocking and opening the door. 


Jeff leaved the house and shut the door leaving Ren and Carl alone in the house. The decided 
not to discuss about go to the woods. The decision was already made. 


- If we are going to visit that woods, we should start now while is by day. — Ren said. 


- Yes, | know. | don’t know how much time we can spend in that woods, but we must be fast if 
we don’t want to stay there when the moon rises. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Ren and Carl drove way to St. Amato Cemetery where they were going to make they visit to 
the forbidden woods. During the ride, Ren thought about everything Carl had tell about Max. 
Ren was always a man free of superstitions and that Carl had a meeting with Max was quite 
impossible. In spite of that, Ren promised to himself to support Carl in anything no matter 
what. If he was going to help him in such dangerous quest, there were some things he needed 
to put straight that may be able to answer the question to Max appearing. 


- Tell me something, Carl. Why you see Max? 
- | don’t know. | still wonder that. — Carl answered. 


- Some people say that if a dead person appears is because his soul is not in peace and it needs 
to do a good action to find its way to heaven. 


- You think that? 


- Well, they say some dead souls walk around because it wasn’t their time to leave the livings 
and that’s why they end up in the purgatory. 


- Are you saying Max comes to see me because as he was murdered, he cannot rest in peace? 
- And may he help you because only doing that he can find peace. That’s the only theory | got. 


- | always thought you didn’t believe in ghosts, Ren. 


- And | don’t’. I’m just saying. | still remember that you told me once you didn’t believe in ghost 
as well. 


- | didn’t, until Max appeared in the bathroom this morning. 


The car slew down and both saw the cemetery before their eyes. Ren opened his door and 
came out of the car. He stood waiting for Carl to go after him, but it took just some little 
seconds to notice he was still in the car quite still. 


- Aren’t you comin’? — Ren asked awakening Carl. 
- Yeah, certainly. 


Carl left the car after react to Ren’s voice. He headed to his side and once both fellas were 
together, they walked toward crossing the gate. They were lucky to be all alone there and no 
cop was there. Ren knew Jeff was right when he said no one could walk beyond the woods. 
Still doubting about the curse business, Ren was convinced there would be true danger hiding 
in the woods, but he was still willing to discover the secret hiding in the woods along Carl. May 
that would also find an answer to the strange visits Carl was getting from Max. They walked 
among the graves and took a look at the tombstones. It was just like any other classic 
cemetery at sight with the names written on the tombs, withered flowers leaved from the 
family members of the buried ones and everything seemed quite normal but one thing. The 
strange environment that wrapped the burial ground up. It felt cold like if there were ice on 
the air and that feeling was growing up as long as the two amigos kept walking straight to 
where the woods begins. 


After crossing the first trees and leaving the cemetery behind, Carl and Ren were now 
crusading within the woods hoping to find the so expected old cemetery that the luckless lan 
and Joe tried to find last night. A couple of hours the men were exploring the woods and just a 
couple of hours missed to sunset. The silence around was something that Ren found 
uncomfortable since no bird or animal was heard in all their walk and Ren felt like if he was in 
some dead ground with no sign of any living thing like if the woods itself were nothing more 
but a dead place. Ren seem to stay cool at sight, but he had the same chilling sensation 
although that would not stop his seek. Ren talked for very first time after several minutes of 
walking. 


- Carl, remind me why are we here. — Ren said trying to not sound chilled. 
- Because Max said it so. He said here are answers. 

- | guess he was talking about that old cemetery Jeff mentioned, right? 

- Yeah, it could be. 


Carl stopped at the edge of a trench, but the fall wasn’t going to be too long because the 
ground was at just some centimeters. Anyway, what made Carl stop was the next thing he saw 
in front. It was a house, kind of little far, but still noticeable. Ren got close to Carl wondering 
why he just stopped and before he could ask, he stopped along Carl and looked at the house. 


- Follow me. — Carl commanded going back. 
- Where are you going? 
- We need to surround this precipice. 


Instead obey, Ren jumped and landed on foot, but he slipped and touched the ground with 
entire body. Carl returned to the trench and looked down to see Ren getting up. He dusted 
himself removing some dirt, branch lets and dead leaves that were stuck on his clothes. 


- Are you fucking nuts? You’ve could kill yourself! — Carl yelled. 

- Don’t worry, I’m ok. It’s not a long fall. — Ren said looking up while dusting his clothes. 
- I’m not going to jump. 

- Hey, come here was your idea in first place. 


Carl did not reply and just grumped until after some seconds, he jumped and landed in the 
ground with all and body. Ren helped him to stand holding his right arm. Once Carl was up, he 
dusted his clothes making deaf groans. 


- Are you alright? — Ren asked. 
- Yes, I’m fine. — Carl replied. — You were right, it wasn’t a long fall. 


After finishing his cleaning up, Carl marched ahead to the house spot and Ren followed him. 
The house was the only thing they’re interested to explore now before go to find the old 
cemetery. The house was before them at just some centimeters and they could see clearly that 
it was a place where someone used to live. There were burned logs in a circle of ashes like if 
there used to be a camp fire and there were a big stone square shaped proper to be used to sit, 
but the house was the most creepy and funny thing of all. The house seemed to be made of 
mud, the door was made of wood, it had 2 holes by windows in front and the roof was covered 
with straw. It was like those old houses were lower people used to live in dark ages. The 
seeming was good enough to tell it had been there many years ago and if someone lived there 
before, might it had been someone who rather loneness instead living in actual civilization. 
Ren just remembered Jeff mentioned a warlock this morning and he thought may the house 
before them was his. 


- Carl, when we were chatting with Jeff today, he mentioned a warlock, remember? 
- Yes, you think this house has something to do? 


- Perhaps, | suspect here lived a warlock, judging by the look of this place. “They killed him” 
that is what Jeff said. 


- Not “they”, the mayor’s grandpa did it. | was there hearing the story and how can you know 
for certain this was the warlock’s house? 


- Well, when | was 6, my mother used to tell me stories about witches, sorceress, ogres, 
dragons and all that kind of stuffs. In those stories, witches and sorceress used to live in house 
like this. — Ren explained after stop walking. 


Carl had stopped and turned to heard Ren’s explanation. After heard it, Carl turned his sight 
back to the house. Thinking on Ren’s words, Carl concluded his fella was right. It was quite 
evident. Even Carl and Maximilian used to hear stories like that as well in their childhood. Once 
when they were in kinder garden, the teacher read stories like that that were quite fascinating 
for children until one day she had the idea to read them “Hansel & Gretel”. That story kept Carl 
awake for many nights and Max had to spend those nights comforting Carl with jokes and 
lullabies until fall to sleep. It was one of not much sweet memories Carl could recall from his 
brother, but he never thought one day he would meet with something that would bring such 
memory back. Although find a house made of candy would have been something much better 
than that old house before them. 


Carl had a strong urge to explore the house and find something related with everything Jeff 
said about the warlock, the cemetery and even the curse itself. He knew it was going to be 
risky and that he shouldn’t do it, but his instinct made out his mind and he was willing to do it. 
Besides, the house was old and no living soul could be found inside at less there be a dying 
soul ready to scare its visitors to death. There was only one way to be sure. Carl took his 
chance and moved on. 


- Carl, what are you doing? — Ren asked. 
- Jeff said the warlock was killed, so what there is in that house? 
- | don’t know, but I’m not sure you should go in. 


- Look, its ok. — Carl stopped and turned to talk. — Besides this place is being abandoned since 
years. | bet there’s nobody inside. 


- People disappeared in this place, remember? What if there’s a sick maniac on the loose and 
he’s hiding here? What if you find those missing persons inside that house? 


- If we find dead bodies there, at least we’ll return to Autumn Yard as heroes and besides, if 
there’s a maniac, the police would have caught him already. Look, I’ll just check and get out in 
no time. 


- Ok, I’ll stay here standing guard, but hurry up. 


Carl returned to his way to the house and once before the door, he lifted his left hand and 
pushed the door slowly. Carl entered with small steps and saw what his eyes could reach to 
see. The light that got in through the door and through those 2 holes by widows revealed some 
few parts of the house. The walls were wooden and some wood boards were standing 
supporting the straw roof. There was a table made of stone with some old bottle and wooden 
cups all covered with dust and webs. Carl got close to take a good look. Of course somebody 
used to live there before and obviously nobody has been there in years. No maniac could be 
behind all the disappearances, otherwise, there’ll be some sings between all the dust and dirt. 


Simple clues like prints or some tools for murdering or even blood stains from the victims easy 
to detect, but nothing of that was there. Nothing but dust and webs. Carl was the first visitor in 
years and who ever lived in that place before, was now in the other life for sure. Carl 
continued his checking to the following door he saw ahead. There was a second room and that 
door would leave Carl to it. He walked slowly getting ready to find something else behind that 
door. Carl rose up his left hand and extended it while he was still walking on. The palm 
contacted the wood at last and Carl pushed opening the door. Behind he found a dark room 
with no “window” to light it up. There was a chimney made of stones with logs inside and an 
old rocking chair along a bed with no mattress. The chair and the skeleton bed were made of 
wood, but they were rotten with some green humus, marks made by termites and all dusty 
with veils of spider webs. 


Now Carl was for sure there was no sign of any body or maniac hiding away from the law. 
Feeling better to not find any maliciousness in the house, he was now ready to leave and 
continue the quest for the old cemetery. He turned prepared to leave the room and join Ren 
once again, but in that moment, the door shut of a sudden. Carl thought it may was the wind 
and extended his left hand to open it until the dark room brightened up. Carl heard the sound 
of a crackling fire behind along the sound of the chair rocking. Carl turned around slowly 
getting ready for the surprising event. He saw a red glowing bonfire in the logs within the 
chimney and then took his sight to the chair where his eyes met a macabre figure looking at 
the bonfire. It was like a man rocking the chair and he was wearing some black clothes that 
seemed to be a vestment from Victorian times, all dusty, but still noticeable. Carl could not see 
his face cuz it was looking at the fire, but he could notice only his black hair in elegant style and 
the hands wearing golden rings but with fingers quite skinny. Soon, the mysterious man spoke 
without look back and Carl listened. 


- Come. — He said with deep voice. 


Carl was of course frightened, but he dared to obey this stranger and walked slowly toward 
him. The stranger kept on rocking his chair while Carl came closer. Carl thought for a moment 
he might found the one responsible for the disappearances, but he wouldn’t live to tell it. If 
Ren was still outside sanding guard, Carl just hoped he got in in any moment to rescue him. 


- Stop. — The stranger said. 


Carl stopped and remained still feeling a little better, but still nervous about the unknown 
intentions that man had with him. Carl got still getting ready if something was going to happen 
while the fear iced his blood up and chilled his core. 


- Can | help you? — The shape spoke once again. 
- | wanna know what’s happening? — Carl replied being the only answer he could come up. 
- It’s about the disappearances, right? Who sent you? 


- My brother, Max. — Carl said trying to contain the thrill. - He died 2 months ago and his... 
spirit came to me asking me to come. 


- You did wrong to come to this town, but you did right listening to your brother’s words. Your 
life is not safe here and now he gave a task to save yourself and everyone here. His 
brotherhood loyalty was good enough to do not become in another slave from his. 


- His? — Carl said wondering from who the shadow was talking about. 

- Your brother, he will answer you, but watch out. He’s watching from his grave. 
- Who? My brother? 

- No, the other one. The one whose nucleus lies in the center. 


Carl noticed the pitch in the voice of this stranger ghost was turning graver. Something was 
wrong, Carl could feel it. The fear increased and got his will cold. He could just talk to this 
stranger hoping to hear the meaning of the one he mentioned. 


- Mr.? Something happens to you? 


The stranger did not reply and the chai stopped rocking. Carl waiting for any answer, but the 
stranger said no word. He remained still in silence tormenting his guest with that moment of 
quietness and darkness. His silence was getting worse the tension Carl was holding inside his 
being. He could not take it anymore. The quietness in the room was too much for him. He 
walked toward the stranger carefully in case he made some unexpected movement. The 
stranger remained still yet as long Carl got closer. He lifted his right hand up and stretched his 
arm straight to the stranger’s shoulder. His hand finally met the shoulder and before the touch 
could tell the dust and agedness in that old cloth that covered it, the stranger got up fast and 
turned revealing his face. Carl freaked up when seeing the real look of this being before him. 
There was no skin and no humanity at all in that face. It was a putrefied skull with some rest of 
human flesh turned into fetid sliminess with beetles, ants, spiders and worms over. 2 slimy 
grey eyes came out from the eye holes and the arteries that connected them with the brain (if 
there was one) kept the eyes up and they squirmed like snakes willing to spell and attack their 
pray. The grotesque show followed with a skinny rotten snake that came out from the mouth. 
The gross reptile was all slobbery and his head was as bony as the face and hands of the 
abomination with 2 long fangs and its tongue vibrating in the air. 


Carl moved back, but he slipped and fell in the ground. The creature kneeled and placed itself 
over Carl. The victim was now at its mercy and he could not scream so Ren could come to the 
rescue. The panic didn’t allow Carl cry for help and now he was freeze with the sound of his 
heart beating his ears and his chest. The creature kept the man still and once the snake 
returned inside its mouth and the eyes where still staring at Carl as 2 cobras staring at rodent, 
the abominable creature spoke once again with a deep unhuman voice. 


- The warlock came back and now he has the number of souls he needed to rise from his grave, 
but his still needs his nucleus to retake his mortal form. Go to the cemetery where he was 
sentenced to death and find his nucleus at the center of the north zone where livings are not 
allowed. There lies the source of his power and tonight the borderline between the living and 
the dead shall be broken. There’Il be only one chance to deliver us and break the curse before 
it turns Autumn Yard into a timeless graveyard where death rules and no soul rest in peace. 


Carl creeped back away from the undead being and his head hit against the door. Carl stood up 
and turned placing his hands on a rusty handle. He opened the door and left the room running 
like a spoked mouse while the eyes of the creature were still set on him. Carl ran until get the 
main door and leaved the house. He suddenly collided with Ren and felt over him in the 
ground. Carl stood up and Ren did the same thing wondering why Carl ran away like that as if 
he were escaping from some danger. 


- Carl, what the hell happened? — Ren said after stand. 


Ren didn’t reply and the expression on his face was nothing weird after experience certain 
horror show like the one lived in that house. Ren tried to find any word to explain the 
nightmare he lived on, but how could he explain it? 


- Carl, why you don’t say something? It seems like you’ve seen a ghost. 
- Yeah, that’s exactly what | saw. — Carl said as the only sensitive answer he could find. 


- What? You saw a ghost in that house? — Ren asked as matter the fact that wasn’t the answer 
he expected to hear. 


Carl didn’t reply to that neither. He was busy breathing deeply recovering from that encounter 
that could be the worst nightmare he could ever have. Even find Max in the bathroom wasn’t 
compare with such horror. He was beginning to feel a bit kind of better inhaling the fresh air 
and rejecting the fear through his lungs making his heart beatings slow down until Ren dared 
to walk to the house to confirm if there was such ghost inside. Carl reacted and grabbed Ren’s 
left arm with both hands stopping him. 


- Please, don’t get in! — Carl yelled. 

- C’mon, | just wanna take a look. — Ren replied. 

- Believe me; you won’t like to see what | saw there. 

- If there’s a ghost inside, | want to verify it with my own eyes. 
- Ren, no... 


Once released, Ren moved on and got inside. Carl followed him in case the creep were still 
there waiting to taste human flesh and may Ren needed some support to fight such awful 
being. Ren walked passing through the main room and reached the door way to the scene 
where Carl had meet the ghoul. Ren extended his left arm and the hand pushed the door 
opening it. Ren remained motionless exploring the room with his eyes and Carl was behind him 
already worrying about the second meeting with the creep which would be the first to Ren. 
They hoped to find such monstrosity whose only evidence of its existing was Carl’s oral 
testimony, but that certain ghoul was no missing. No sing of such being was found there. The 
bonfire was gone as well and no smell of burned wood was detected in the air. The room was 
now as empty as the beginning before the door shut making Carl prisoner of a living nightmare. 


- | don’t understand, it was here, | swear. 


- May it has just vanished, Carl. That’s what ghosts do after give you a good scare. — Ren said 
with no sarcastic tune. 


- You don’t believe me, right? — Carl said taking those words as sarcasm. 


- | never said that. — Ren said alarmed and turning around back to his friend. — In fact, | can’t 
understand why you were seeing ghosts. 


- Me neither, but | hope to find the answers before | start to think I’m a fucking looney. 
- You’re not a looney, if you are, my I’m one too or otherwise | would never follow you here. 
- Yeah, Right. — Carl said with sarcastic tune. 


Carl walked back outside leaving the house and Ren followed him. Once out, Carl remained 
standing with both hands in his waist wondering how such vision could disappear just like that. 
It wasn’t a question hard to answer. It’s true that such stuffs like ghost and visions disappears 
all the time and when a human being is victim of such thing that shows up and then leave in an 
instant, sometimes the bloke starts to think that may is losing his mind and its playing tricks to 
him. That made Carl asks to his inner being if he was losing his mind, but the experience was 
too real to be imaginary. Even the encounter with Max in the dreamland and the bathroom 
were too real as well to be imaginary. What Carl lived on was real, he was certain about that. 
The putrefied smell coming from the breath, clothes and bones of that walking corpse was too 
much real to be imaginary. Carl’s mind was unable to generate such thing although he wasn’t 
too imaginative at all. Even since kid, he wasn’t very good with art and literature. His mind and 
hands could never create masterpieces that would lead him to collage. He was a bad drawer, 
bad painter, bad writer and even bad cartoonist. Those were the reason why Carl could never 
get an Ain school matters related with those things. He always got an F instead and thank God 
there are not lower notes like G,H,| or O. Between all those notes, Carl would get an O for sure. 
He had not imagination at all to save him from those notes therefore his mind could never 
create such horrors like those Carl had being a witness of. Ren also knew that because in the 
meetings with Carl’s family, Max always used to make jokes about how bad Carl was in art and 
literature. It was evident that Carl had no imagination for a thing and those visions he saw 
weren’t product from his non-creative mind. 


- It said something to you? — Ren asked. 


- | think the warlock Jeff mentioned is real. — Carl said still looking onward. — It said he’s back 
and that | must go to the cemetery to find his nucleus. 


- Nucleus? 
- Yes, that is it said. His nucleus at the center of the north zone where livings are not allowed. 


Carl quieted and thought on those words the dead man said. It was a clue that leaded to 
something. Carl tried to solve the puzzle in his mind and only a thing came to his mind 
completing just one part of the puzzle. 


- So... did you get it? — Ren asked. — Did you get anything of that? 


- Yes... - Carl replied with sighs. — | know where it is now. 
- Where is what? 


- The cemetery. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Jeff got to the police station to visit Joe as he had told to Carl and Ren he would. He arrived on 
bus since Jeff was a man unable to get a car by himself. Jeff never told to his new neighbors he 
had a job on a market where he had to order merchandise and contend with heavy boxed that 
came from outside with new merchandise inside. Payment as kind of lousy, but Jeff had no 
complains. He was planning to save enough money to leave Autumn Yard and start a new live 
far away in somewhere beyond where meets his eyes. Besides, he rather to walk instead of 
drive a car cuz he always believed walking was a good exercise, but instead walk, he took the 
bus to the police station and that was because somehow he felt there was something 
important he needed to hear from Joe’s words and use the rest of time left to reflect about 
them. Whatever those would be, he was going to find it about and the quest for such 
information began once he pushed the police station’s door with his right hand and got inside. 
He walked straight ahead and stopped before the desk where there was a cop writing down a 
report. He lifted up his stare once he noticed Jeff’s presence and the visitor noticed the cop 
seemed 50 years old like and had a moustache brown as his hair and wore a pair of glasses. 


- Can | help you? — The cop asked. 

- Yes, |came to see the man you brought last night. — Jeff replied. 
- Name? 

- Joe Carson, sir. 

- Which is your relationship with him? 

- I'ma friend of his and the victim. 


- Good. Hey, Dom! — The cop yelled to a man kind of muscled with long hair and suntanned 
skin that was chatting with another cop. — Could you take this gentleman to the cell where you 
confined the man you and your partner found last night? 


- Ok? — The suntanned cop replied. 


Jeff was led by his escort through a corridor were he just saw the cops walking around doing 
their stuffs, talking on the phone, chatting with their costumers and some of them talking each 
other. Jeff just could hear some simple words about murder treats, infidelities, who screwed 
who, robberies, baseball games, and (the main subject of Autumn Yard) missing people. The 
words went through all over the corridor echoing along the sounds of footsteps, coffee 
machines, laughs, disputes and phone rings. Jeff just focused to follow Dom and at the end of 
the corner, they walked through another one at the right and the sounds of echoing were 


wandering off little by little. Then at the end of that corridor, Dom turned left and Jeff followed 
his lead and there were the cells. Jeff had not to look at the right because there was a white 
up-green down wall, so he looked at the left and in the first cell there were 2 men sleeping in 
the floor. One seemed to be a hobo because his filthy clothes and the long hair and beard that 
seemed to not be washed in days and he was holding a beer bottle in his right hand. The other 
man looked bald and robust kind of Vin Diesel. He had some hard-to-see red dot on his shirt. 
Blood Jeff could guess about some confrontation. Then Jeff looked at the following cell where 
there was a man sat on the wooden table by seat and he seemed to be nervous. He was with 
both hands at the top of the head and he was slating toward and backward like one of those 
plastic birds that slant down and sink the peak into a glass of water and then slant back. This 
strange man was whispering some words that Jeff could not reach to hear. Jeff slew down his 
steps until the mysterious man felt his presences and stopped for a while. He turned to see Jeff 
and their eyes met. Jeff saw this man had signals of insanity in his face. It was a red sweaty 
face and the eyes where red with its small dots at the center. He was pressing his teeth and 
groaning. Jeff decided to increase the speed in his steps afraid might that man jump up, head 
to the bars and try to grab Jeff with one or both hands. Those where drug symptoms in his face. 
Cocaine, crack, horse or only god knows what else, Jeff could not tell. Even in small places like 
Autumn Yard, people have access to drugs. It shouldn’t be unusual or funny since in some 
parts of the woods away from Autumn Yard, different kind of plants can be found to make 
drugs, even the medical one. 


Once Jeff got to the following cell, Dom was standing before the gate and Jeff knew in that 
instant that it was Joe’s cell. He held still before the cell and lucky for him, Joe was sitting and 
he noticed the presence of his visitors. Joe stood up happy to see Jeff and he walked toward 
the bars. He stopped and grabbed a pair of bars and neared his face to another pair looking 
straight to Jeff’s face. 


- Jeff, what are you doing here? 
- | came to talk to you. | wanna know what you were doing with lan in the woods last night. 


- Well, thank god you are here. | told everything to these cops, but one believed me. You shall 
believe if | tell you everything? 


- | just believe you could not kill lan or that keeper. | know you since we were kids and | will 
listen everything you have to say. — Then he looked at Dom and asked the following command. 
— Open the cell, please. 


- Stand back. — Dom said to Joe. 


Joe did what the suntanned Dom commanded and finally the cop inserted the key in the 
keyhole, turned and opened the cell. Jeff walked into the cell and once inside, Dom shut the 
door and drew the key off. 


- Thank you. — Said Jeff to Dom without look back. 


- If anything happens, just shout out to me. |’ll be back in a few minutes. 


Dom walked away leaving Jeff and Joe alone in the cell. Joe sat down again in his spot and Jeff 
kneeled before him getting ready to talk. Jeff had not to shout out to Dom because he knew 
Joe very well and he knew he wasn’t any killer at all, but still Dom was going to return in any 
moment, so Jeff had to make a good use of the time he had with Joe to listen a quite summary 
about the events that took place in the cemetery. 


- Ok, Joe. You heard that cop, we have just a couple of minutes and | need to know everything 
that happened last night. 


- | don’t know where to start. 
- The cop’s didn’t find lan’s body; can’t you tell me what happened to him? 


- We walked through the woods last night. — Joe began to tell shivering. — A root rose up from 
the ground and cough lan. He cried out for help, but | couldn’t do anything. | got freeze, then 
another root came out and penetrated lan’s head like a skewer. It was to awful | ran and ran 
until | was to the cemetery. 


- Did you tell to the police? 


- | did, | told them everything, but they don’t believe me. They think | hid him in somewhere of 
the woods. — Joes replied the question nervously. 


- And what about the keeper? Did you see who killed him? 


Joe remained in silence thinking how to describe the nightmare he had been present at. It was 
hard to believe in something so out of limits like such horror Joe had to witness and all he 
wanted to do was think it was just a bad dream. Recall it was something he refused to do, but 
he had no choice since such memory takes years to be erased if it was possible and besides Jeff 
was the only one who knew by good faith Joe would never hurt lan no matter how much he 
was bad treated. 


- The dead. — Joe began to explain. — Their hands rose up from the ground, grabbed the grave 
keeper and something penetrated his chest from below and took his heart out. 


- Tell me, why lan wanted to go to the woods? — Jeff sked calmly. 


- lan told me he wanted to find the old cemetery where the warlock was killed. He thought 
there would be found the only thing that can put an end to the curse. 


- You are talking about his body? 
- No, the body was never buried there as we tough, at least that is what lan told me. 


Jeff could not believe that last thing Joe said. Everybody knew by certain that the warlock was 
buried in the old cemetery, otherwise where else it could be? That would be senseless. 


- That’s not possible, where else the body could be? 


- lan didn’t say a thing about it, but | just know he spent much time in the library getting 
information about what happened that day. 


- Time’s up! — Dom announced coming back. 


- Go to lan’s house and check the documents he has saved on his room. The answers are there, 
but you must get hurry before dark. — Joe said. 


- Why? Something is gonna happen tonight? — Jeff asked. 
- Time to go. — Dom said being already before the gate. 
- Leave now, there’s not much time. — Joe concluded. 


Dom opened the door once Jeff stood up. Leaving the cell Jeff began to wonder if lan found 
out something nobody knew about the legendary warlock. It was a rumor that shocked 
Autumn Yard for years, but it has a lot of stuffs about what actually happened that were never 
told. Even Jeff noticed that never was mentioned the story about who the warlock was. Many 
questions about Autumn Yard’s part came to Jeff minds and somethings about the town’s 
foundation were missing. If lan found out something people should know about, now Jeff was 
going to be the first one. Once he left Joe’s cell and walked back to walkways were he came 
from, Jeff finally left the district and went on his way in pursuit of lan’s discovery which would 
be found in the house where lan used to dwell before the curse took his life away. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Time was still in motion as the sun was soon to rest and Ren followed Carl’s steps to the north 
according to the words Carl heard from his nightmarish stranger from the old warlock’s house. 
Fortunately they were going by the same trail lan and Joe were going last night. The same trail 
that led to lan’s last discovery. The 2 pals stopped before a bunch of bushes. Carl kept moving 
forward and he filtered between the bushes. 


- Carl, are you sure this is the right way? — Ren asked while he followed him. 
- The man from the old house said north zone. My instinct is like a compass, you kwon. 
- | hope that compass in your head be right. — Ren said getting between the bushes. 


Carl finally got to the other side of the bunch of bushes and stopped to behold what was 
before him. Ren came lastly, but he placed his eyes on his clothes where there were remains of 
leaves and twigs. Ren shook out his cloths with both hands until don’t left one single twig on 
his blue coat. 


- Here we are. — Carl said. 


Ren lifted his look up and beheld the place lan have had found in his last night on Earth. It was 
the old cemetery. Not as big as the one were new generations bury their dead and it was old 
as the days where people used the ride more horses and drive less cars, sew with needles 
using sheep fleece, milk cows by hand listen the news on the radio. The old tombstones were 
covered with spider webs, mold and dried stew with dead leaves. Must part of the tombstones 
had breakings and the cross-shaped ones seemed like if they were falling apart because some 


missing ends. This was a place lost in the oblivion as its days and it was certain that one has 
been buried there in centuries. Even the absence of bird singings, bee buzzing and animals’ 
screeches turned the place into a dead zone where no living thing seemed to be there in 
centuries like if life itself had been completely vanished. 


- Here it is, and now? — Ren said. 


Carl checked the place thinking where they had to make their next move. Recalling and 
analyzing each word Carl heard from the ghostlike dead man in the old house, they had now to 
go to the center and find such called nucleus. How could Carl being sure about where to check 
and what to find? Ren also looked around to help, but he wasn’t sure neither about what to 
find. Carl Kept on looking around until his eyes met once again the phantom of Maximilian 
sitting in a tombstone and looking at Carl with those deep black holes on his face where his 
eyes used to be. Carl hold still with eyes wide open gazing that ghost with no eyes. Max lifted 
his left arm pointing at the occident and Carl followed that arm with his eyes until the point of 
the finger. Then he kept following the guidance to where the finger was pointing at. Carl saw a 
statue at the end of the indication. It was an angel of stone springing its big bird wings and 
with both hands united like in a praying. It looked like one of those beautiful tiny angels made 
of crystal, plastic, porcelain or metal which are used to garnish Christmas trees, but this angel 
was old, dusty and just at the same conditions that the other tombstones are. Carl returned his 
stare to Max, but now he was already gone like the ghost he was. After go over the cemetery 
with his eyes, he met Ren’s face again who had finished to check the rest of the cemetery. 


- So, what we do now? — Ren asked. 
- The statue in the middle. — Carl said looking back at the stony angel. 


Carl walked toward the statue and Ren followed him. It was too much obvious were to find the 
“nucleus”. That angel was the only statue in the graveyard that was standing over a grave and 
when somebody special is buried, his or her tombstone is always different from the other ones. 


Carl and Ren stopped before the angel whose conditions were just as the rest of the graves, 
but they noticed something funny on its rocky body. Between all that green mold, dirt and 
dead leaves, there were some deep red lines shinning. Ren placed his right hand over the 
angel’s abdomen and felt the stone cold as ice and the mold was still fresh, but leaving all that 
apart, Ren also felt something wet and sticky. Ren drew off the hand, looked at the palm and 
saw it was now painted red. 


- It’s bleeding. — Ren said. 


Carl was surprised and began to suspect might there be some dead body inside the statue. Yes, 
perhaps someone hid the body of one of the missed people inside the angel. lan perhaps if the 
blood was still flesh. The only way to find it out would be look inside the statue, but how? 


Carl made two steps to the back after surprise when seeing the blood in Ren’s palm. Suddenly, 
Carl felt something his left foot touched. He turned around, looked down and there was an old 
rusty hammer. It was big and seemed it was there for centuries. Carl wondered how they 
didn’t see that thing and how could leave it there. Nothing of that mattered by now, so Carl 


ducked and picked up the hammer with both hands. It was heavy and even the handgrip was 
metallic. Surly it belonged to some iron forger who used to live in Autumn Yard before the 
disappearances began. The matter was it was going to be pretty useful to smash the statue a 
find anybody in there. 


- Move back. — Carl said heading to the statue. 


Ren noticed he was holding a hammer and was evident what he was going to do. So Ren stood 
aside and Carl lifted the hammer up. Descending the heavy ancient tool, Carl began to strike 
the statue over and over tearing up. The stony angel felt on pieces and some blood splattered 
over Carl soiling his face, orange coat and white shirt with each strike he gave. Finally Carl 
stopped and the angel statue was now a bunch of pieces, but something unusual was now 
taking place. No body was found inside the statue as Carl thought. He put the hammer down 
and walked toward what was left from the angel. Ren did also the same thing and they 
stopped before the “feet” which were the only thing left from the angel standing over the 
tombstone. The neared and beheld a hole filled with blood, but the thrilling thing was what 
was inside of it. 


- What the fuck is that? — Carl said. 


Ren made not reply; instead he put his left hand inside the hole and picked up the strange 
object floating in the blood. It was something soft, humid and sticky. Once out, Carl and Ren 
replied with horror the object they had now on their power. 


- It’s a human heart. — Ren said. — There was a heart inside the statue. 


And it was true. Ren was now holding a real human heart and it was fresh like the blood itself. 
This led to several questions about its origin. The first tough was it belonged to some of the 
missed people, but Carl suspected it won’t be possible. The statue was all in one pieces and 
there was no way someone could hid something inside of it. Carl knew that because the 
weight the statue had which he felt with every beat he gave to smash it. The statue was old 
and he knew no one had touched it in years. The heart was already there before, but it was 
impossible something like that could remain untouchable and fresh during all those years 
missing. 


- Ren, | began to suspect that is the warlock’s heart. — Carl said. 


It was a silly conclusion, but it was the only thing that crossed over Carl’s mind. Besides Carl 
remembered Jeff mentioned when the warlock was killed, his heart was ripped out with a 
hunter knife. Ren wasn’t even convinced that would be true. No way if it was a fresh organ and 
it couldn’t remain like that after many years of isolation. 


- That is not possible, Carl. This thing is fresh and that warlock you said died years ago. 


- Yes, | know it sounds insane, but the man in that old house said we had to find his nucleus. 
He was talking about his heart and also mentioned the warlock is back and that heart is his 
source of power. | start to believe the warlock really came back and wants his heart back. 


- In first place, Carl, why someone would hide a heart inside of a statue? 


Then the phone Carl was carrying on his coat rang and he took it out from his right pocket to 
answer. Pressed the red bottom and a voice spoke. 


- Hello? Is there anybody there? — The voice said. 
- Who is it? — Carl asked. 
- It’s me, Jeff. 


Carl forgot after their arriving to Autumn Yard, Jeff gave him his phone number to stay in touch. 
The events and even the surreal happenings Carl was going through made him forget that and 
other good stuffs he and Ren had with their friendly neighbor. 


- Oh, hi, Jeff. What’s up? — Carl replied foolishly. 

- Tell me, Ren it’s with you? 

- Yes, why? 

- Please, put the phone in loudspeaker, | need to talk with both of you. 
- What’s going on? — Ren asked. 

- It’s Jeff; he wants to talk with us in loudspeaker. 

- What | do this? — Ren asked lifting his hand up with the heart. 

- Save it. — Carl said walking toward a tombstone. 

- But where? | don’t have a bag. 

- But have pockets, have you? 


Ren said nothing this time and he didn’t like the idea of save a gory organ in his coat, but he 
had no choice. He put the heart inside his left pocket and felt the weight of the organ hanging. 
Ren shook his hand splattering the remainder blood. 


- You will have to buy me a new coat after this. — Ren said complaining. 


- Yeah, whatever. — Carl said ironically while he was leaving the phone upon a tombstone. — Ok, 
Jeff, you are now in loudspeaker. We are listening. — He said walking back to Ren. 


- Alright, | went to visit Joe in the district and he didn’t said much except lan had some 
information saved in his house. Thank goodness lan always leaves a copy of the key in one of 
his flowerpots. Anyway, I’m in his room now and | found some interesting documents. 


- What kind of documents? — Ren asked. 


- About the day Autumn Yard was founded. There are some files taken from the library and 
serial notes written by lan’s hands. It seems he found out some missing stuffs about the 
warlock. 


- So lan was investigating about the warlock? — Carl asked. 


- Seems so, but there’s something you won’t believe. Listen, there’s a paper cut that puts a 
date on September 23", 1943. It was Autumn Yard’s anniversary and Mayor Elmer Robertson 
had a daughter which was missing for 2 days and the authorities were seeking everywhere for 
the little girl. Her name was Michelle Robertson and she was 9 years old. Elmer of course had 2 
children, the other one was Donny Robertson, Peter’s father. 


- And what happened with the little girl? — Ren asked. 

- After days of searching she was found in the woods in an old house. 
- An old house you said? — Carl asked alarmed. 

- Yes, it was the warlock’s house. — Jeff replied. 


Carl and Ren looked each other after hear that. There was not mistake at all, that old place was 
actually the warlock’s house. It was kind of evident as they thought, but they hoped it to be a 
hermit house instead. That would have been much better. 


- Talking about that, | almost forgot. The mentioned warlock was named Radcliff. Nobody 
knew anything about him except his parents were from Salem. They spent much part of their 
lives in the woods hidden from society since his gramma was accused of witchcraft in Salem. 
She and her husband ran away with another family and raised their kids in the woods. Both 
families had 1 kid and they were Radcliff’s parents. He spent must part of his life living in 
Autumn Yard’s woods and everyone knew who he was but the mayor denied him the right to 
visit the town and get stuff he might needed. Radcliff was so mad at Robertson that he decided 
to curse him. First kidnapping his daughter and making a sacrifice of her in order to condemn 
the mayor. 


- Jesus, so Radcliff killed that little girl? — Ren asked. 
- And if he really wanted to get even with the mayor, why he chose the girl? — Carl asked next. 


- Something kinda common in rituals by Salem’s witches is a virgin’s blood is the main 
ingredient. A little girl is 10 times purest than a young lady. Of course, Robertson never liked 
him and he always knew Radcliff could be the main suspect. The bastard was right and once 
they found the body, they chased Radcliff to the cemetery which is now abandoned. That 
place used to be used by Autumn Yard’s first settlers to bury their folks, but people stopped 
make funerals after what happened next. Elmer Robertson and his mob caught Radcliff in the 
cemetery and Elmer Robertson killed him using a hunter knife he was carrying. It was just as | 
thought; he stabbed him, opened his chest and ripped his heart off. Radcliff was still alive 
when that happened. You will not believe this; lan’s grandpa was there when that happened. 


- No shit! How do you know that? — Ren said. 


- | found a letter written by lan’s grandpa describing everything. He was an iron forger and 
used a hammer to break Radcliff’s arms and legs to have him at Elmer’s mercy. 


Now Carl understood who the hammer he used to smash the statue belonged to and why it 
was there, but now Carl wondered why the hammer was left there. May because it was a 
murder weapon and it had to disappear. Being the case like that, the knife should be there as 
well, but it wasn’t. 


- Joe told me the warlock was never buried there. They left the body abandoned and Elmer 
kept the heart as a trophy, but something strange happened next morning. lan’s grandpa was 
found death in the cemetery; his wife declared he had forgotten his hammer in the cemetery 
and when to look for it. The police found him with his head smashed and all his brains spilled 
through all aver the ground. Police didn’t dare to take the hammer to exanimate it in pursuit of 
fingerprints. 


- Why not? — Carl asked. 


- The warlock’s body was missing. Mayor Elmer Kubrick never asked the body to be taken to 
the mortuary or something. He asked to police, paramedics and morticians if anyone of them 
had taken the body away, but they’ll said “no”. Another expedition started then. Elmer sent 
several people to the woods looking for the body, but nobody came back at the sunset or next 
day. Even people who went to the cemetery to visit their relatives’ graves were found dead in 
their homes next day. Their closer ones said they just went home to sleep and never woke up 
later. Some days after those events, Elmer Kubrick also died. His secretary found him in his 
office laid down over his desk and with a gun in his right hand. There were blood and brain bits 
in the window behind him and he was holding a jar in his other hand. The jar contained 
Radcliff’s heart. Now people was suspecting about a curse upon Autumn Yard. People dying 
like nothing, children and young couples getting into the woods and disappearing forever, 
even at night people were telling stories about shadows and dark figures following them in the 
night. Then a gentleman called “Marcel Stanton” sculpted an angel of stone kind of hollow, 
and then he took the heart and hid it inside the statue. Then he took it to the cemetery and 
leaved it in the center hoping it could contain the curse. Of course one day Marcel went to visit 
Radcliff’s old house looking for more answer after that and he never came back either. The 
authorities decided to shut down that cemetery for good and nobody returned there. One 
time later, St. Amato Cemetery was installed, but also a law forbidding everyone to visit it or 
go to the woods at night as precaution. Of course many dumb kids went there and never came 
back and as the police refused to keep looking, many families left the town. 


- That explains why the town is not as filled up as any common town. — Ren said. 


He wasn’t overreacting. Since his arriving with Carl, he noticed the town wasn’t exactly filled 
up with so much people. In every business journey, Ren visited several small towns and people 
always come and go in those little communities. Even some young people leave their towns to 
move to big cities and build up their lives, but Autumn Yard was kind of different. The 
population number was “smaller” that other little towns’. 


- Now | understand why lan wanted to go to the old cemetery. He was looking for Radcliff’s 
heart, but Robertson wasn’t going to allow it. — Jeff said. 


- But Robertson is the mayor, why he...? — Carl said. 


- May because he doesn’t want to make the people know about this. It seems he wanted to 
hide all evidence and lan was the only one who got access to all this information. His grandpa 
let on his letter everything and which part of the library find these documents. | didn’t even 
know the warlock’s name was Radcliff until now. — Jeff said. 


- I’ve only got a question. It’s about my brother Maximilian. — Carl said. 
- You wanna know why comes to visit you, right? — Jeff said. 
- Yes, everything you told us what has to do with Max? 


- You said Max was murder, some people said when somebody dies in a violent situation just 
when it’s not his time to leave the livings, his soul remains trapped between this world and the 
next. 


- You mean Max is stuck here? 
- Perhaps he has being with you all this time after his death. Following you | mean. 


Carl took a moment to reflex about that and may Jeff was right. May Max wasn’t really gone as 
he always thought, but somehow Carl already knew that. 


- Now that you mention it, somehow | always felt his presence surrounding me after his death. 
| thought it was just my mind playing games, but when | get here, the felling became stronger. 


- It’s because the curse. That may explain why you started to see him. A spiritual presence 
becomes stronger in a place full of paranormal energy. The presence becomes easier to detect. 
Returning to your brother’s business, | think he was send to help us to put an end to this curse 
and save our lives with all the town. Remember when a soul is stuck between worlds, the only 
way to set free and find way to heaven is doing a good action. That’s why Max wants us to 
save Autumn Yard. If we break the curse, we'll save our lives along the town and then Max will 
ascend finding his rest. 


- The man in the woods said something about slaves. 
- Man? What man? — Jeff asked. 


- We are in the woods. We found Radcliff’s old house and Carl was the first one in get in. He 
says he saw a man in there, but when | got in to see him he vanished. He told Carl how to 
come to the old cemetery and there is exactly where we are talking from. — Ren explained. 


- Carl, how the man you saw looked like? — Jeff asked. 
- He was wearing black clothes all filthy, it seemed kind of fancy. — Carl said. 
- You are describing Marcel Stanton, the man who disappeared after look for Radcliff’s house. 


It was a real surprise to Carl that the ghost stranger in that old house was the man who hid 
Radcliff’s heart in the stony angel which was built by him. 


- According to these documents, the warlock was collecting the soul of everyone buried in the 
cemetery and using them to abduct everyone who dared to enter in the woods. That’s how he 
gets more slaves. In other words, he has the soul of the dead enslaved and he’s still collecting 
more to get stronger. Those souls must also being release or the curse will consumed the 
entire town. — Jeff told next. 


- But we have his heart. He are in the old cemetery now, we found the statue and the heart 
inside. — Ren declared. 


- The statue was built to save the heart and keep it safe from the warlock. — Jeff replied. 
- Are you saying we shouldn’t have taken the heart? — Carl asked. 


- Actually, I’m glad you did it. Joe told me there’s not much time, what it means ain’t no matter. 
| guess Radcliff have now strength enough to retrieve his heart. The statue wasn’t going to be 
useful no longer. 


- So what we do now? — Ren asked. 


- There is only one thing we must do, it’s written in one of lan’s note and it’s seems important. 
It says that his grandpa investigated the kind of ritual Radcliff was doing. He found out it was a 
passage to have access to the world of the living and the dead at the same time. Radcliff 
summoned a power that gave him the access to the world of the living after being killed and 
he’s using the old graveyard as a vortex between our world and the next. For such thing he 
needed to leave a piece of his flesh in the world of the living to have easy access. 


- His heart. — Carl said. 


- Yes, now he is a deceased that collects the souls of the dead and the living to get stronger. If 
he has his heat back, he will become in an undead being and he’Il be able to turn the town ina 
living hell. The statue was some kind of seal and Radcliff couldn’t take his heart back by his 
own, so used the souls of the dead get victims, increase his powers and now he is ready. Listen, 
the only way to end the curse and sent him back to hell is destroying the heart using the same 
weapon that ended with Radcliff’s life. — Jeff explained. 


- So all we have to do is keep the heart saved and go for Robertson’s knife. — Carl said. 


- For luck Peter Robertson has his grandpa’s knife in his office hanging in the wall. My father 
used to work for him as janitor and showed it to me once when | was a kid. — Jeff continued. 


- Ok, can you tell us where you are exactly so we can go for you? — Carl asked. 


- The number of the house is 283. It’s a house all painted red and black, easy to recognize. — 
Jeff said. 


- Ok, stay there, Ren and | will go to pick you up and we shall look for the knife in the mayor’s 
hall together. 


- Fine, I’ll be here. — Jeff said and hanged out. 


Carl walked toward the tombstone and picked up his phone. He save it and returned with Ren. 
- Well, time to go. — Carl said. 


They both turned around to go back by the same path they came, but they suddenly stopped 
once they looked their shadows imprinted in the ground big than usual. Then they looked up 
to the sky and remained astonished when seeing the sun was now setting and the sky was 
turning dark. Time passed out because of the walking in the woods, the expedition in the old 
cemetery and the phone chat with Jeff. The night was coming and now both pals had to return 
before be witnesses of the awaking of Radcliff and his dead army. 


- The sun is setting. — Ren said frozen. 
- Let’s go. — Carl said turning around and running. 


Ren finally reacted and along Carl they left the cemetery and began they race back to 
civilization. The sun was going out, the dark was coming, and Carl and Ren ran at high speed 
getting away from the old cemetery. They ran fast as they could as long as the sun was going 
to sleep the next 6 hours and the shadows were veiling the woods little by little. Ren and Carl 
finally found the old house were Radcliff used to live and that was a sing they were going by 
the right way. So kept on and the sky was now dark blue and only a small clear blue bit of sky 
was decreasing were the sun was hiding. Ren and Carl kept on running and during the 
marathon Carl thought for one moment that some black shapes were presenting among the 
trees. He looked around and some ghost like shadows seemed to emerge and stand in the dark 
being confused by the trees’ trunks. Carl didn’t want to stop to check out with his own eyes if 
those apparitions were real or not. He just kept on running along Ren. In front of them at far 
they saw the tombstones of St. Amato Cemetery. They were arriving at last. So kept on running 
and running, but the sun was already gone now. They didn’t stop running yet and after the first 
minutes of night darkness, they reached to get to St. Amato Cemetery at last. They stopped 
and could see their car at sight. The same purple Ford they used that morning was still there 
waiting for its owner. They ran again leaving the woods behind and heading to the car. They 
passed over the graves and tombstones with no problem at all while Ren felt the heart on his 
left pocket wobbling and wetting his left side of the waist. They got to the gate and after cross 
it, they finally got to the car. Once Ren and Carl were in both sides of the car, they opened the 
door and got in. Shut the door, Ren turned on the engine and set their belts. 


- Ok, now let’s get out of here. — Ren said placing both hands on the wheel. 


The car moved and Carl laid his head against the window recovering the breath. He relaxed for 
a moment, but he knew he had to be ready for the next. They had the warlock’s heart now on 
their power, but Carl wondered if they could through the night with such burden unknowing 
what would come next. First they had to get Jeff, then go to see Mayor Peter Robertson and 
finally get ready for the real challenge. They didn’t know what was going to happen next, but 
they chose to take their chances if they wanted to save Autumn Yard and its habitants from 
their terrible fate. 


CHAPTER NINE 


In lan’s house which was red and had a black flat roof with white frames in windows and door, 
Jeff was sitting in lan’s bed waiting for Carl and Ren. During that time of waiting, Jeff reflected 
about the dark discovery hiding in lan’s house. His grandpa most had some sort of remorse on 
his conscious to make him write such letter left in the hand of his grandson. It was the first 
clue that led lan to look for answers about the curse and Radcliff. The warlock’s true name was 
never mentioned all these years and Mayor Kubrick had his reasons to get sure nobody knows 
who he was. May because of fear and that was very understandable. 


While Jeff was making one final check on the old files and documents in lan’s room, he heard a 
sound coming from the bathroom. Jeff stood up and left the room. The bathroom was just at 
the next door which was opened. He walked toward it and took a look inside. The left water 
tap was open and a small cloud of steam was rising from the washbowl. It was the hot water 
tap that was for sure, so Jeff got into the bath room and stopped before the washbowl. With 
his left hand, he shut the water tap cutting the water fluid. Jeff turned around to leave but he 
heard the water run down again. Jeff looked back at the washbowl and the tap was opened 
again and the water was running again. The steam was rising up more and more and that 
made Jeff get nervous. It was nothing usual or natural at least the steam were coming from the 
shower and just by change when Jeff thought about that, the shower also reacted. Hot water 
came out from the showerhead and more steam was emerging mixing up with the washbowl’s 
which was now on the floor and now both steams were turning into a big fog. With fear and 
panic running through body, Jeff left the bathroom and shut the door. He toward the stairs 
and went down, but before reach the first floor, Jeff stopped to see there was more steam 
downstairs. The whole first floor was covered with a fog of steam and the only place where 
could be another washbowl was the kitchen. Even Jeff could hear from his spot that the 
kitchen’s water tap was open as well. Jeff decided to go down trying to get the door. He 
thought might some steam wouldn’t heard anyone, but once his right foot meet the steam, 
Jeff felt something hot burning his foot. He gave a yell and drawn his foot out of the steam. It 
was like touched boiled water and that is when Jeff knew there was no way to pass. He went 
upstairs again and returned to lan’s room. He saw the steam from the bathroom sliding below 
the door. So Jeff got back into the room and shut the door with key. He sat on the bed thinking 
what to do now. There was no way to escape, but Jeff heard a noise from outside. He watched 
the outside through the window and he saw Carl and Ren waiting for him in the car. Ren was 
honking and calling. 


- Jeff! Come out, it’s time to go! — Ren called out. 


As there was no way Jeff could go down by stairs, he had to try by the window. He tried to 
open it with both hands, but the window was stuck. No matter the less strength Jeff had, it 
was useless. He looked back at the door and saw the steam infiltrating under the door. Jeff had 
no choice that cry for help. 


- Hey! I’m here! Help! — Jeff cried hitting the window. 


Carl and Ren could hear the cry for help although it was a little hard to hear, but still it was 
noticeable because the silence in the environment. Carl and Ren opened their doors and got 
out of the car. They looked at the house and found Jeff behind the left window. 


- Look! It’s Jeff! — Ren said pointing with his left finger. 
- Please, get me out of here! — Jeff cried still hitting the window. 


At the beginning, Ren and Carl wondered by he could not go out by the front door, but the 
answer was just before them when seeing the fog of steams by the windows of the first floor 
like if it were on fire, but there was no sign of fire. The fog was wet, warm and for an instant, 
the two witnesses thought to have seen a strange blurred shadow moving in the steam. It was 
quite obvious Jeff wasn’t alone in the house and his life was in danger. 


- Carl, let’s go! — Ren shouted. 


They run toward the front door and once got there, Ren held the latch and tried to open the 
door, but it was useless. So Ren decided to kick the door with his right leg tried to break it 
down. Carl also joined in and attacked the door with his left leg. No result at all. The door was 
becoming wet and soft, but no kick at all would break it down. 


- No, can’t break the door, now what? — Carl said nervous. 


Ren looked around thinking what to do until he remembered something that made him turn 
around and run back to the car. Carl looked at him and followed him wondering why he was 
going back to the vehicles. Then Ren stopped before the trunk and opened it with both hand. 
Inside there was a metallic ladder, of course. A ladder which Ren and Carl saved there that 
morning in case the cemetery’s gates were closed and they had to climb over. The experience 
at the woods and at the old cemetery made both pals forget about the ladder the brought with 
as a silly mistake, but it was now the right moment to have it there. 


- Damn, | forgot we had a ladder. — Carl said. 
- C’mon, help me, Carl. 


They both with both hands took the ladder out and ran carrying it on toward the house. They 
stopped, dissembled the ladder and sat it ready to climb to the window were Jeff was still 
crying out for help. 


- Hold on, Jeff! We’re gonna go up. — Ren replied to the cry. 


Jeff stop the cry for a moment and turn to see if the door was safe, but that didn’t mind now 
because the steam was now sliding below he door. The chill shook Jeff again and breathed 
with excitement. A big cloud of steam was rising up and Jeff knew there was no escape. At 
least that is what he thought until he heard the window getting broken. Ren was at the other 
side of the window standing on the ladder and carrying the same old hammer Carl found in the 
ancient cemetery. Hammer that Carl decided to take with him when they left the ancient 
cemetery and he had right in take it with him. It was saved on the car and Ren took it to break 
the window. He tore every bit of glass around the frame to leave a safe way out. 


- Come on, Jeff! — Ren called. 
- What the fuck is going? — Jeff asked as a reply. 


Before Ren could say something, the door opened wide violently and Jeff turned around to see 
what could have opened it. There was nothing but a big cloud of steam that suddenly changed 
into a face. It was a big cloud shaped as a dead man’s face with long hair and no eyes. Just the 
head of arotten corpse was there shouting a cry from beyond. 


- Come, quick! — Ren yelled grabbing Jeff’s left arm. 


Jeff obeying came out through the window while Ren was coming down. Jeff followed him and 
in just matter of seconds Ren reached the ground and Jeff came after. Carl was there waiting 
with unrest and he felt relief once Jeff was now with them safe. 


- We have to go now. — Carl said. 
- Let’s go to the car. — Ren said next. 


There were now ready to go to the car, but something before them stop their move. A fog was 
now there, something that wasn’t there before when Carl and Ren came looking for Jeff. But a 
shadow was standing in the fog. It was blurry at first, and then it became clear when it walked 
toward with slowness. 


- What is that? — Jeff asked. 
- It’s him. It’s the warlock. — Carl replied. 


Jeff was about to ask again who or what was that shape, but there was no need because they 
already knew the answer. The missing corpse from the man who Autumn Yard’s citizens killed 
before had finally returns. It was now a walking dead. A skeleton quite dusty wish bites of 
rotten flesh on its bones almost turned dust and it was wearing the same clothes that it used 
in life, but now the clothes were as old, rotten and dusty falling apart as that walking dead was. 
The centuries weren’t nice at him and all what was remain were its clothes (what was left) and 
at least one left eye that didn’t turned dust yet while his right eye wasn’t there but an empty 
black eye hole. It came back looking for something that was lying in Ren’s left pocket and that 
is when Ren felt something kind of breathing in such pocket, or better saying “beating”. Ren 
put his hand inside the pocket and brought out the heart that was now beating and bleeding. 


- That’s what | think it is? — Jeff said looking with surprise at the organ. 
- Yes, He came looking for this. — Ren replied. 


Then quick as a flash, the heart shot away from Ren’s hand before he could notice. The 
cadaveric being had opened its bony arms wide and the ribs on his chest opened like a 
blooming flower clearing the way for the heart that was now returning to his owner. Ren, Carl 
and Jeff, could not do anything to stop it because the fleetness of the happening. The heart 
finally got inside the opened chest and the ribs shut as cage. Heart planted its veins inside the 
rotten chest and the blood began to run over refreshing the old bones and veins increased like 
roots covering the dead bones. The rotten corpse was now turning red because the blood that 


began to cover its bones and flesh began to grow. In matter of seconds the bones were now 
being embraced by brand new muscles. The left dead eye turned white and the right eye 
began to grow. Black hair was growing on the top of the creature’s head and now all the bones 
were out of sight, and the body was now all covered with muscularity and flesh. The scene 
ended with pure white skin that began to emerge from flesh and the old clothes that it wore 
were growing young again. New parts grew, the holes made by bugs got vanished and the 
blurry black color was turning pure clear black. 


- What the fuck is happening to it? — Jeff asked. 
- It’s returning to his human form. — Carl said. 


And as he said, the morphing finally ended up with a pail of lips emerging and hiding the 
denture that once was rotten with some teeth missing and now was white with new grew 
teeth. That was how the 3 witnesses beheld with fright the rebirth of Radcliff. 


- Let’s get out of here. — Carl shouted taking Jeff’s hand. 


They 3 ran to the car and got inside. Jeff sat in the back seat and Carl along Ren in front as they 
always do. Ren started the engine and drove away as fast as he could to leave Radcliff behind. 


- What do we do now? -— Jeff asked. 
- You tell me, there’s something useful you could fine in lan’s letters? — Ren said. 


- No much, | just know Radcliff couldn’t take the heart before because it was hidden in an 
angel of stone. It was some kind of holy seal and Radcliff wasn’t strong enough to break the 
statue. — Jeff said. 


- It doesn’t matter anyway because he has it now. We should destroy it when we had the 
chance. The letter didn’t say any about destroy the heart? — Carl intervened. 


- No, but | guess lan wanted to try and that’s why he went looking for it. 

- | guess we should go to see if Joe knows something. — Ren said. 

- | already talked to him. He knows nothing, he just asked me to check lan’s documents. 
- May lan told him how to kill him. 

- Joe didn’t say anything about that, otherwise he’d have already told me. 

- Worth to try. 


And so Ren turned the car at the left heading to the police station. It wasn’t kind of far since 
Ren and Carl already studied the town in their first week there. It took them 15 minutes arrive 
to the police station and Ren stopped the car before the main entrance. The 4 passengers got 
out of the car and walked ahead. As Ren was ahead, he pushed the door with both hands and 
got inside, but then he stopped after see the awful scene before him. Jeff and Carl also got 
inside after Ren and they stopped as well. Their eyes got bright when seeing the cops lying in 
floor over pools of blood. Some of them where dismembered and there were some blood 


traces on the walls and roof. Even the cop on the desk was still in his chair but headless. No 
signal of life was left and “how was that possible?” the three witnesses wondered. Jeff looked 
through were the corridor begins the body of the policeman named Dom. He was seated dead 
against the wall holding a shotgun. This made Jeff think if there was danger; they were going to 
need weapons. So he walked toward Dom’s body. 


- Jeff, where you go? — Carl asked him frightened. 
- Check the bodies. We need guns. — Jeff replied. 


Carl and Ren knew Jeff was right, so they decided to check the first bodies before them. Carl 
checked a woman’s body which face had being ripped out and he found a revolver in her left 
hand. Carl picked it, took out the cartridge and it had still bullets. Ren checked the headless 
policeman on the desk and he found a revolver still loaded in the belt. He also took the bullets 
in case they were going to need them. They returned with Jeff and he was now carrying the 
shotgun on both hands. 


- Listen, I’ve got the keys to open Joe’s cell. Follow me and stay together. — Jeff said. 


Carl and Ren agreed to Jeff’s plan, so they followed him through all the corridor way to where 
the cells were. Jeff remembered very well which paths to take, but he kept his gun aiming in 
case of something unexpected happen. Carl and Ren did the same, but keeping their eyes 
covering the rear. They three tried to ignore the mutilated bodies they found in each step. The 
thrill was even too much for Carl, but Ren tried to keep him up when he noticed the chill on his 
breathing. 


- Carl; take it easy, man. We just gonna take Joe out of his cell and we can leave. 
- Ok, we are here. — Jeff intervened. 


They finally arrived to cells and kept moving on checking the cells. The prisoners whom Jeff 
saw before were still there, but lifeless. He didn’t even bother to see the bodies’ state and 
neither his pals. They just kept walking until stop before Joe’s cell. They hoped to find him alive, 
but once there, their hopes tore down. Joe was lying inside the cell dead as everybody on the 
station. All the entire body was tore apart with bits of flesh, bones and organs all over the cell. 


- Great, thanks, Ren. You made us come here for nothing. What now? — Carl said upset. 


Ren didn’t know what, but he was very disappointed with the choice he made. Jeff was upset 
as well to loose Joe who was the nicest guy he ever met. He just wanted to Ren being right this 
time to save Joe, but it was not possible. Even so, Joe at least let something Jeff could notice. 


- Hey, look at that. — Jeff said fingering the floor. 


They tree noticed something in the floor written on blood. It was a name that Joe wrote with 
his finger using his own blood. It should being happened while he was being slaughtered or 
while he was barely alive. That was another mystery, but it didn’t matter. All what cared about 
was the name written on the floor. 


- It says “Robertson”. — Carl said. — Oh, shit. He goes after him. 


CHAPTER TEN 


Peter Robertson was standing before his office’s window watching the town. From his hall 
Peter was able to hear the sounds of cars, parties, people chatting or fighting, music playing, 
etc. by day and by night when everybody was sleeping, the town was quite with still with some 
bits of sounds like that by people who enjoy the night’s youth. But now Autumn Yard was too 
much quiet. No even the usual cries of men getting drunk in bars. This was a real dead silence 
like if everybody in town were asleep or dead. 


- Everything is so quiet. — He though in high voice. 


This made the mayor feel nervous since he was now alone due his secretary had to left early to 
take care of her sick mother. It was 3 days ago when the poor old lady got sick from nowhere 
and doctor couldn’t find a thing on the tests. Peter didn’t like his secretary have to leave, but 
he agreed with a condition the girl couldn’t reject because her mother’s welling. Before leave, 
the girl had to satisfy her boss’ lust and was something she didn’t like it, but she had to so she 
could see her mother. That was a good chance Peter decided to take, but now was feeling 
some regrets for leaving her go. Peter felt like if that was going to be the night where the devil 
would come to reclaim him for his sins. Peter was not a bad mayor at all since he played his 
part well, but he had a deal with the priest from Autumn Yard’s church. They always used to 
share in parts the money whose citizens always offered to the church as a command of God. 
But the truth about churches that ask money as offering is that it’s always used for some 
personal wellbeing and just in little occasions is used to keep the church on foot. The 
Robertson’s family was always known for such business, but the citizens didn’t care as long as 
the mayor keeps the balance on town and it was always being like that. Peter Robertson 
always played good his part and that’s why he had the freedom of do anything for his own 
including use his own secretary as a sex doll, but that night were silence was invading the town, 
Peter was feeling a cold chill in his core. The silence was a bad omen to him because 
something like that never happened before. That reminded him no sound was heard in his hall 
since night fall. Worried about that, Peter left his office and checked the corridor to see if 
someone was still there. Nobody was at sight. He decided to walk around and nobody still was 
seen. No even Gabriel the Mexican janitor that used to clean up the place. Peter sopped 
walking around and he turned back to his office. He thought everyone just left early for some 
personal affair, but everyone on the entire hall? That was unusual. 


Once Peter returned to his office and opened the door, he found a man standing before the 
window. Peter remained still kinda upset thinking this man was another employer of his. Peter 
never had the discomfort to know each employer he had, so employer or not, it was an 
intruder in the mayor’s office. 


- Hey, what are you doing here? — Peter asked to the man. 


- Hi, Mr. Mayor. It’s being a long since last time I’ve being here. Nothing has changed, not even 
this town, due its advance. — The man replied. 


- Do | know you? 


- You should. | knew your grandpa; he came to me once and took something that was mine. | 
came to reclaim it, but | was too weak to take it. 


- What the heck do you know about my grandpa? 


- A lot, in fact, | was the one who made him put a bullet to his own head. — The man said and 
turned around. 


Peter reacted with fear when seeing that smiling face that he knew only by the stories his 
father used to tell him in bedtime. Peter’s father described with details that face in such 
stories because it was a face he always used to see around when being just a kid and was 
remained in his memory. Peter never forgot those descriptions from the man on his father’s 
stories and they fitted just right with the individual standing there. It was Radcliff. 


- No, you’re dead. It’s impossible. 
- You and | have a lot to talk about, but not here. 


In just a moment, the sound of men running was heard in the corridor. As the door was 
opened, the men whom came in were Carl, Ren and Jeff which arriving wasn’t heard, not even 
when they had to kick down the door since it was look and nobody answered after knock. They 
had no problem in the way to Robertson’s office, but it was a big surprise to them once there, 
nobody was there. Radcliff and Peter vanished in an instant. It wasn’t a big room, some there 
was no way or nowhere to hide. 


- Fuck, he must have taken him. — Jeff affirmed. 

- Maybe we should come here before. — Ren said with sight. 
- And now you just realized? — Carl said with irony. 

- What it suppose that means? — Ren asked looking at Carl. 


- You said in the car before get Jeff that we would go to see Mayor Peter Robertson, but 
instead you insisted to see Joe. Why you didn’t just stick to plan? — Carl replied looking at Ren 
and sounding a kinda upset. 


- | was nervous, ok. | thought Jeff would give us an answer to solve this shit in an instant. 
- It all leaded to Robertson, but now Radcliff caught him and we don’t know what to do now. 
- Actually we do. — Jeff intervened. 


During the short argue between Carl and Ren, Jeff was checking the desk to see if Peter left 
some clue of help of anything before being kidnapped. In the left drawer there was something 
inside that Jeff took up after open it. It was a knife. Made of steel and seemed almost brand 
new. The knife was from a trademark of those that are no longer manufactured. Jeff never saw 
a model like that except in one place. The only place where Jeff saw such knife was in a picture 
among the files on lan’s room. 


- This is the knife that Elmer Robertson used to rip Radcliff’s heart out. — Jeff explained 
showing the knife to his pals. - | was thinking a lot what you said, Ren. About why you didn’t 
destroy the heart when you had the chance. Well, when you kill a witch or a warlock, it’s 
pretty obvious you must burn the body to ashes. Elmer instead decided to let Radcliff’s body 
just where it was and keep his heart as a trophy. His heart and his soul were the source of the 
curse all this time. Now that he had become flesh and blood again, maybe we have a chance to 
kill him and break the curse. 


- Are you saying we have to burn him, that’s it? | was right; we should burn his heart. Why we 
didn’t do it? And why Marcel Stanton didn’t burn it instead of save it in a sculpture? — Ren said. 


- Because it was protected by the curse, save it in that angel sculpture was the only way to 
keep it away from Radcliff. 


- Anyway, if all we had to do is burn his ass, what is that knife for? 


- He is very powerful now. If we take his heart out, he’ll lose his powers and will be much easy 
to kill. 


- Are you sure about that? 

- I’m just saying. 

- Just saying won’t help. 

- He’s right. — A voice said to Carl. 


Carl turned around and saw Max standing before the door. Carl looked at his friends, but they 
were so busy arguing that they didn’t notice Max’s presence. Carl took that opportunity to 
walk toward his dead brother’s ghost and hear what he had to say. Carl stood before Max 
looking at his dirty eyeless face and being prepared to hear the news this visitor from beyond 
brought with. 


- Max, what are you saying? — Carl asked to the ghost. 


- Everything your friend said is right. That warlock cursed this town and he manages it. His soul 
and spirit is like a parasite that eats up this place. He is the bad weed of this place and you 
must cut it off. — Max explained. 


- We'll try to save the mayor, but | don’t know if we can defeat Radcliff. 


- Give it a try. You’re wasting time, in any moment the warlock will open the gate between this 
world and the next. It will be the end of Autumn Yard at least you rip his heart out and burn 
him along with it. Now go! 


- Let’s do what Jeff says. — Carl said to his friends turning around and walking back to them. 


Ren and Jeff stopped arguing after hear Carl’s voice and turned their sights back to him. Ren 
was surprised for Carl’s conclusion and wondered if Carl considered it well since it wasn’t a 
straight affirmation. 


- That means you believe him? — Ren asked. 
- | don’t know, but still we have to save Peter anyway. We’Il go to the woods to save him. 


- Save the mayor | don’t know, but we were talking about kill Radcliff. What if Jeff’s idea 
doesn’t work and we gonna get ourselves killed? 


- Ren, everything had lost sense since we came here. | just know if we don’t do something now, 
the entire town will be already dead for tomorrow. 


Ren couldn’t speak, he just thought, but it was useless find more options. He wanted to 
accepted, but deep inside he knew there weren’t other ways. It was a dead end and fight 
Radcliff seemed to being the only option left. There was a lot to risk and runaway seemed to 
be another possible option, but what if the entire town was now being watched by the wicked 
power of the warlock. Everything was against them now and Ren had to accept there was no 
way to escape. They had to fight. 


- Fuck me. — Ren thought in high voice and then said to Jeff. - All right, but | hope you be right, 
Jeff, or we are dead. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Time was running and deep beyond the woods in St. Amato Cemetery, Radcliff was getting 
ready to release the nightmare he so waited to summon. In the ancient cemetery where his 
body was left, where nothing but old dusty tombstones were standing, now was a nightmarish 
yard where smoke was emerging from the ground, the wind was dead cold, unhuman voices 
echoed the emptiness, the trees where breathing and bleeding with their braches twisting and 
squirming like snakes, rotten corpses were in the ground twisting and moaning awful cries 
rising up their bony hands while worms and skinny snakes crawled among them, a disgusting 
smell of rotten meat, but the most bizarre thing were the bodies in the trees. Human-like 
shapes glue to the trunk of trees crying out and extending their hands hoping to get out. Some 
of those were corpses in bad shape stuck to the wood. The big roots of the trees were moving 
like tentacles on the ground and some of them had human torsos with arms and skulls. The 
braches also had their Siamese twins which included rotten apples with wrinkled human faces 
and rotten heads some of them crying or laughing or yelling. There were so many rotten 
horrors in that graveyard that for certain no human eye had ever witnessed before. Just on 
person was there beholding that horror show and was Peter Robertson who was taken there 
by the power of Radcliff. The devilish warlock was standing before Peter smiling with proud 
feeling pleasure for the way Peter was reacting to the orgy of the dead and horrors he had 
before his eyes. 


- So how it feels being in my world? — Radcliff asked with proud. 


Peter was speechless and could not reply. The horror made him feel sick with desires to throw 
out and fear had his lips sealed. Peter didn’t have the words to express the feeling he had or 
explain his reaction to the nightmare he was living or dreaming awake. 


- You know, when my gramma died, burned by people like you, all my family and | wanted was 
live in peace, nothing more. Soon your grandpa came to see me after | took his daughter. Your 
grandpa or your father never told you why | wanted that girl for? You see, my father was dying. 
He once went to your town looking for food, but your grandpa attacked him without 
provocation and beat him to death. He just went looking for some bread and your grandpa 
attacked him. Nobody did a thing about it. My father’s crime was just being descendant of a 
witch, that’s it. Some blood pay seemed fine to me. It was even good enough to cursed this 
town that casted me out. My family died of starving and | buried their bodies here. Even some 
of the corpses here or tortured souls in the trees are them. They are suffering because they 
never rested in peace, so | gonna unleash their anger upon Autumn Yard. The souls | captured 
are my slaves and will assist me as well. 


- |... | guess forgiveness is not good enough, right? — Peter said shivering. 
- That’s it. — Radcliff replied still smiling. 


Of a sudden, 4 skeleton hands emerged from a tree behind Peter and grabbed his arms. Pater 
screamed with fear. The hands grabbed him against the trunk which wood was now soft and 
damp. Slowly the wood began to swallow Peter’s body. He fought back trying to release 
himself, but the hands hold him with strength making impossible the escape. 


- What the fuck is this? — Peter yelled with despair. 


- Your punishment. — Radcliff said. — Your family is my prisoner now and you will join them. You 
won't be alive or dead, | just want you to watch how | turn Autumn Yard into a never ending 
necropolis. 


The wood finally swallowed Peter’s body and jus his head was at sight screaming but it was 
useless. The scream echoed the void and faded where St. Amato Cemetery begins just when 
Ren’s car arrived and the passengers got out with their weapons ready to fight. Jeff had his 
shotgun in both hands while Carl and Ren had their revolvers at hand. They stood before the 
gate setting up their plan. 


- Ok, listen, we don’t know what we’re going to find, but he mustn’t know we are here. — Ren 
said. 


- We must being alert and stay together. Anything could happen. — Carl said. 
- Got it, let’s go. — Jeff said. 


They began to march going through the gate and passing through the graveyard. They kept 
their eyes looking around to see if nothing was waiting for them even in the tombstone since 
Joe told to the police lan was killed by the dead from the woods and the graves which now the 
three pals were now walking over. Nothing unexpected happened and they could get in the 
woods without problem, but that didn’t they could become less attentive. The forest was 
going to be the real obstacle and there was where they had to be ready for anything once they 
got inside. 


There was darkness around with the moon and stars illumining the path, but there was a 
blurry fog and the trees were now just black shadows in the blackness. The silence was 
immense and the only sound the tree explorers could hear was of some far away afterlife cries. 
This made Jeff aim the nowhere with his shotgun just in case and Carl looked around with fear 
freezing his heart. Ren kept on looking around trying to see something beyond the blackness 
and blurry fog. Then Ren heard something cracking a branch and look at its direction putting 
his gun up. Nothing was there and then he saw some shadow to the right. Ren aimed to it and 
shot which made Jeff and Carl stop looking at Ren. 


- Ren, what’s the matter? — Carl asked. 

- |saw something. — Ren answered still looking for his target. 

- Maybe was a raccoon. — Carl said. 

- No way, we didn’t hear an animal since we came here. — Jeff said. 
- Are you sure? — Carl asked to Jeff. 


- Yes, in fact, since Radcliff was killed, all animals in this forest began to die. Not even a deer 
was seen since then. 


Ren heard again another noise coming from the trees and he aimed to the high sky shooting 
three times. Then something felt to the ground. Ren walked toward it with Jeff and Carl behind 
and they stopped looking at the thing fallen from the sky. It was an owl that received one shot 
in its chest. It was a common white owl like the one Harry Potter had, but its eyes were white 
instead of yellow. White like a dead and the wound wasn’t bleeding at all like if its body was 
dry. 


- So, you were saying. — Ren said sarcastic. 
- It’s not bleeding. — Jeff said touching the owl with his shotgun’s cannon. 


Jeff stopped and they remained still thinking where that owl could come from if there was no 
animal alive there. That was when the owl jumped up quick as a flash flying away from the 
buddies’ sight. They freaked up and walked backward when the owl took off. They could not 
believe that owl could took off just like that after being shot. It was no possible. While they 
kept their sight up looking for the owl that now had vanished in the dark, Jeff heard some 
breathing echoing. The breath sounded kinda frightened and nervous. He descended the stare 
and looked for the breathing’s origin. He looked first at the left and nothing. Then at the right 
and he saw a man standing. Jeff tried to focus to guess who was the man which shape was 
blurry because the fog. Jeff only reached to notice the purple suit he was wearing. 


- Guys, look! — Jeff called his friends pointing at the man. — It’s him, it’s Mayor Peter. 


Ren and Carl followed Jeff’s finger and saw the man who seemed to be Mayor Peter Robertson, 
but his face was dubious to identify. Ren wasn’t certain and Carl before take any conclusion he 
heard his brother’s voice again calling behind. He turned around and saw once again the ghost 
of his eyeless dead brother Maximilian standing in the darkness. 


- Stop him, Carl. — The ghost with no eyes cried out from his far distance. — Don’t let him go, it’s 
not the mayor! 


Then some bony and skinny hands emerged from the blackness and grabbed Maximilian taking 
him away from Carl’s sight. Max vanished again and Carl had no time to do something, he had 
now to focus in Jeff, he turned around again to warn Jeff, but it was late. Jeff was now running 
toward the man he was seeing. The man that looked like Peter was gone now and Jeff was 
going after him. 


- Wait! — Carl shouted to Jeff. — Stop! 
- What happen? Carl. — Ren asked. 
- We must stop him, it’s a trap! — Carl replied alarmed. 


Carl ran and Ren went after him chasing Jeff. In a moment they lost him and couldn’t see him. 
He was at just some millimeters ahead, but the darkness had swallowed him immediately. Ren 
and Carl even called his name, but Jeff was now away still chasing the man. Jeff ran still with 
his shotgun in both hands. The fog was increasing with each step and the man in purple suit 
soon disappeared from Jeff's sight. 


- Mayor! Mayor, please, wait! Stop! — Jeff called. 


Jeff ran and ran until the fog began to decrease and the path was at sight again, but the man 
was gone now. Jeff stopped taking deep breath and looked around looking for Peter. He wasn’t 
there and now Jeff was alone. He kept on looking around to see if Carl and Ren were still 
behind him, but they weren’t. They were now running looking for Jeff and calling his name. Jeff 
could hear their call very far away. 


- Guys! Guys, where are you? — Jeff called out. 


Then he heard something in the void. He heard the sound of someone wailing and seemed to 
be a woman’s voice. Jeff walked to the wailing’s direction with his shotgun ready and the soon 
his eyes met far away, but still noticeable, a person standing in the dark. Jeff picked his speed 
up toward that person and as long as he was getting closing, he could tell the person was a 
woman dressing an old white dress and she had long curly hair. Jeff could not see her face 
because she was of back. Then Jeff slew down and stopped before the woman. 


- Ma’am, are you ok? — Jeff asked. 


The woman didn’t reply and Jeff got closer. The woman didn’t turn around, so Jeff extended 
his right hand slowly heading to the woman’s left shoulder. The woman’s wailing seemed to 
stop, but once Jeff’s hand touched her shoulder, she turned around fast and Jeff screamed at 
the top of his lung when seeing her face. The woman’s face was a rotten skull with no eyes but 
2 black holes with blazing red spots inside and blood shedding as tears. The most horrifying 
thing was the thing she was carrying on her bony arms. It was a baby bathed in blood with 
white worms still eating its flesh up. Such scene made Jeff walk toward trying to escape, but 
the specter opened her mouth giving a scream that hit Jeff like a stormy wind and he felt in the 
ground. The woman left go the baby off and when that thing hit the ground, soon it turned 


into a mass of rotten gory flesh with worms, beetles and cockroaches coming out from its 
inside. Jeff felt sick and wanted to puke, but he put his right hand on his mouth to avoid it. 
Even he covered his nose to hide it from the putrid smell. Then the woman extended her arms 
and without move her legs, she was being dragged toward Jeff. At least he was still holding his 
shotgun’s handle on his left hand and he put it up aiming it to the specter. Jeff placed his right 
hand in the loader, set it ready and then shot. The bullet hit the target pushing it away and the 
ghoul turned into smoke vanishing in the darkness. Jeff stood up again and then he heard 
someone approaching. He turned around with his shotgun ready to shoot again and then he 
saw Ren and Carl before him. 


- Hey! Easy, it’s just us! — Ren said stopping and with hands up. 


- Oh, Jesus! | thought you were one of those things. — Jeff said putting his gun down and 
relaxing. 


Carl and Ren felt relief in that moment after find Jeff. Everything seemed to be alright now and 
Jeff was starting to feel much better, but the something emerged from his chest and blood jets 
splattered on the ground. Ren and Carl freaked up seeing there was a tree’s wood driving 
through Jeff’s chest and it was an unexpected surprise. Jeff let his shotgun fall in the ground 
when the root lifted him up and he placed both hands in the bloody point. He looked down at 
Carl and Ren for last time and then the root moved back in an instant taking Jeff away. He 
screamed with terror and disappeared in the dark. Ren ran ahead, but Carl took his left arm 
stopping him. 


- Jeff! Let me go, we have to help Jeff! — Ren yelled to his partner. 
- It’s too late, Ren! — Carl replied still holding Ren. 
- No, it’s not! 


Carl grabbed Ren with all his strength making him turned around. Then he held Ren with both 
hands in both shoulder and look at him in his eyes to tell him the unwished, but real truth. 


- Ren, he’s gone. — Carl said to him. — | sorry, but we can’t do nothing for him. 


Carl loosed hold of Ren seeing he got the message and gave him some space. Ren looked down 
feeling a terrible thrill for loosing Jeff. He turned around slowly and looked straight at the 
blackness for a moment. Then he moved down the stare and his eyes focused on the shotgun. 
Also along it there was the knife that Jeff found in Robertson’s office. Of course, Jeff was 
carrying the knife and he must have dropped before being dragged to the darkness. Ren didn’t 
believe that knife could kill Radcliff, but now that Jeff was gone, there was just one thing to do. 
Ren walked toward and stopped. He ducked and took the knife. He saved it on the left pocket 
inside his coat and then took the shotgun. Once up, he turned looking back at Carl with just 
one thing in mind that they both were agree to do. 


- C’mon, Carl. Let’s kill that son of a bitch. 


It was a dangerous mission for just two of them, but they weren’t going to let Jeff’s death 
being in vain. So, they marched into the unknown hid behind that black veil protected by any 


kind of deadly traps. Carl and Ren had their weapons and they just had to watch each other’s 
back. They marched with eyes staring into the darkness while the voices and cries beyond the 
grave echoed. Carl and Ren tried to ignore the ghost callings suspecting they’ll lead to some 
other trap. In the walk they looked around and some black shadows were standing in the mist 
watching. The two friends could not tell the feature those creatures had, but for a moment 
Carl could identify 2 skeletons and Ren some dismembered and headless beings. Those beings 
from darkness were whispering and their unhuman voices could being heard as some echo in 
the dark. That made Carl feel nervous with fright in his heart and soon he barely seen one of 
those dark beings go by fast as a flash. Then he heard one behind him, so he turned with his 
gun up and shot three times. 


- Carl, what the heck? — Ren asked turning after hear the shoots. 
- | heard one of them behind us. — Carl replied till looking for his target. 
- Calm down and stay with me, they just try to divide us. 


Behind Ren some black shape hidden in the fog with lucid and gloomy red eyes rose up his left 
arm and extended toward Ren’s back. It was a bony hand with no skin or flesh and some black 
dirt on the bones. It extended slowly ready to grab its victim, but Ren turned around fast the 
hand was already gone. Ren looked around and the shapes were still watching, some ones 
disappearing and reappearing. Carl felt like he was losing his mind with that spectacle of 
ghostly apparitions fading in and out with their vocal melodies of terror. The undead 
nightmare was driving Carl and Ren crazy making them spin around with guns aiming at the air 
looking for some attacker. It was so lugubrious, so surreal, a real madness hard to stand. 
Everything was spinning around making everything blurry and in an instant touch with reality 
had being lost. This nightmare seemed to never end and that is what these 2 fellas felt being 
taken to a hellish deep hole of madness and insanity where cannot tell what was real and what 
was not. Where a dark nightmare blast human minds and crash sanity turning it into insanity. 
Any human conscious wouldn’t be able to stand this awful inferno and these friends felt it was 
now over and there was no escape from this hell, but then everything got quiet. Carl and Ren 
recovered their composure when noticing there was silence again. They looked around and the 
shapes were not there. Then they heard the cries and moans toward where a light was 
lightening behind some bushes. Carl and Ren walked toward prepared to face whatever was 
behind. Once there, they looked behind the bushes and there was the ancient cemetery. 


- There he is. — Ren said. 


Radcliff was in in the middle before a bonfire reciting some sort of ancient enchant in a dead 
language. The trees and corpses in the ground around danced to the beat of the spell with the 
wind howling and whispering the rhythm. Carl and Ren watched the ritual thinking what to do 
and looked to the dead bodies twisting hoping to find Peter Robertson, but there was no sign 
of him. First they would have to get rid of Radcliff and as he was of back, but a bullet behind 
his head as Jesse James was easy cake. 


- Ok, I’ll try to surprise him. — Carl said. 


- Wait, what will you do? — Ren asked shocked. 


- | will crawl with carefulness and shoot him behind his head. Once he’s down, we jump over 
him, stab his chest, rip his heart off and we throw him into that bonfire. 


- Carl, I’m not sure if a shoot in his head will help. 
- We must try, now he is busy with some voodoo bullshit. This is our chance. 


Ren didn’t argue and decided to stick to Carl’s plan. Carl moved on and crawled slowly while 
Radcliff was working on his spell. Ren watched nervously hoping Carl were not caught. Carl was 
prudent and even avoided some of the corpses that were moving around him. The undead 
creatures could warn Radcliff, but they were trapped by the enchant beat in some kind of 
trance. In any case, Ren remained focus until he heard some small voice behind. 


- Help, help me. — The voiced said. 


Ren turned around slowly holding his shotgun in case it was a trap. Ren looked and freaked up 
when seeing the voice came from Mayor Peter Robertson itself. He was before Ren, but now 
Peter was a slimy rotten creature glued to a tree’s trunk and he wasn’t alone. By his side there 
were other rotten creature joined to the wood of the tree moaning and crying with horror. 


- Mayor Peter? — Ren asked with horror. — What did happen to you? 

- The warlock Radcliff, he did this to us. You must help us. — Peter said extending his left hand. 
- Stop him! — A rotten one eyed skull in the trunk said with Jeff’s voice. 

- Jeff? It’s that you? — Ren asked to that skull in the trunk recognizing its voice. 

- Stop Carl. He knows you are here. — The skull said. 


Ren knew somehow the skull was really Jeff and it wasn’t lying. So he turned around to warn 
Carl, but now he was right behind Radcliff hiding behind a tombstone with his gun in his right 
hand. Radcliff stopped his chant and then Carl rose up fast ready to shoot, but Radcliff was 
gone. 


- Where the fuck he has gone now? — Carl wondered in high voice. 


Then a hand shown up grabbing Carl’s right arm making him turn and now Radcliff was in front 
of Carl. He was behind him somehow. 


- What do you think? You think I’m dumb? — Radcliff asked to Carl. 


Ren jumped out from his hiding to help Carl and then Radcliff pulled Carl’s arm throwing him 
straight to Ren. Carl bumped with Ren as a bullet and they felt to the ground. Radcliff walked 
toward them and Carl stood up slowly with pain. It took some while for Ren to stand up 
because when he touched the ground, his eyes met s rotten skull that was moaning and it had 
one decayed right eye staring and in the left hole instead of an eye, there was a bug worm 
squirming with its jaw of claws opening and shutting. That froze Ren for a while until he heard 
Carl’s voice calling him. 


- Ren, get up! 


Ren listened, look at Carl and cut off the hypnotical network he had with the skull. Carl ducked 
and put both hands on Ren’s shoulders. He helped him to get up and once up, Ren too notice 
of Radcliff’s closing. Ren was still holding his shotgun, so he put it up and pulled the trigger. 
The lead shot hit Radcliff’s chest pushing him away. The impact made him fall to the ground. 
He was now still and Ren walked toward to see if he was dead. He seemed to be since he 
wasn’t moving and the shoot leaved a great injury in his chest that could reach his heart. Once 
before Radcliff, Ren saw he was now motionless and his eyes looking at the west. Ren decided 
to take that chance and knelled taking the knife out of his coat with his right hand. Ren lifted 
up the knife ready to cut off Radcliff’s chest to open it and take the heart. Carl watched with 
tension fearing Radcliff awakes from his fade. It was now or ever. Ren slumped the blade, but a 
hand stopped it. Radcliff got up quick as a flash holding Ren’s hand. Ren could not do a thing 
now, and then Radcliff’s eyes turned red. Ren was pushed away by some unseen force 
summoned by Radcliff. Ren’s body clashed with a tombstone and the hit was so hard that the 
tombstone got broken. Carl saw it all and Ren was now immobilized by the pain. When Radcliff 
focus his sight on Carl, this following victim reacted fast and put up the gun he still had. Carl 
shot 6 times to Radcliff, but no bullet made him fall or react with pain. It was like shooting to 
the wall. Carl kept on shooting until the bullets ran out and the cartridge fell. He realized he 
had no more bullets after pull the trigger three more times. He was now frozen and Radcliff 
shown no signs of pain. He seemed even to ignore the bloody shoot wounds he had in his arms, 
chest, belly, shoulders and forehead. 


- Big mistake, buddy. You cannot kill what’s undead. — Radcliff said with his voice turning grave. 


Carl could not move; his astonishment to such unbelievable scene turned off his motor 
functions. He put his gun down slowly with mouth wide open and eyes glazing of stupefaction 
since there was no way a living being could receive a certain sum of shootings and even so 
being still standing. It was terrifying, but it was no match with the horror show that came next. 


Carl soon beheld a changing in Radcliff. His face was drying off and turning pale. His eyes still 
red seemed to being glowing. For a moment, Carl thought to see Radcliff was growing up fast 
like 2 meters tall. His hands were turning large, skinny and bony kind of Nosferatu. His hair was 
also growing long turning into a black curtain that touched the ground. Carl could also see 
Radcliff’s body was drying out and somehow he knew under the clothes was the body of a 
living corpses like those people from Africa victims of starvation. Then the real grotesque 
horror began when Radcliff’s face finally change from a human face to a ghoulish aspect. His 
nose got constringed becoming in a pointy triangle with holes by both sides. His red eyes were 
now like 2 moveable balls in 2 holes with no lids or lashes. Two red glowing eye balls over deep 
eyecups. His teeth in his mouth began to fall and sharp fangs grew instead. The denture was 
now kind of shark like. Then his tongue grew long and came out getting thin and at the top, a 
little mouth got open with 2 little fangs inside and it had 2 tiny black holes as eyes. The tongue 
was now a Spectral serpent creature. This long snake tongue stretched heading to Carl. The 
grossly thing didn’t touch Carl, but that made him retreat and fall back. Carl now knew it was 
time to run, but he could not stand up now. The twisting corpses in the burial ground grabbed 
Carl’s hands and legs. Carl was trapped and struggled against the rotten creatures to release 
himself. One of the dead’s arms on Carl’s right left got broken and now with that leg free, Carl 
kicked the corpse that held that leg. He kicked so hard that the corpse head got broken and a 


mass of blood, worms and rotten flesh sprouted out. Carl repeated the same attack with the 
following corpse that was holding his other leg. He kicked three times tearing apart the 
corpses head, breaking his jaw and making one of its grey dead eyes pop out. The corpse went 
back and released the left leg, now with both legs free, Carl had to thing how to release his 
arms, but it was too late now. Radcliff was now before Carl and with his claws by hands took 
Carl by both arms and put him up. 


When Ren recovered his conscious, he got up and saw Carl now under Radcliff’s grasps. He 
took his shotgun and got up. Ren walked ahead, but he was stopped by a hand that grabbed 
his left leg. Ren looked down a saw a rotten corpse holding his leg with both dead cold hands. 


- Eat this, shit head! — Ren said to the corpse aiming it with the shotgun. 


He pulled the trigger blowing the corpse’s head off. Ren was behind Radcliff, so he continued 
with his walk and began to shoot to Radcliff’s back. The Radcliff undead monster received the 
shots, but he didn’t turn around. The bullets penetrated that black curtain that was hair and 
some blood splattered out, but still nothing. 


- Let my friend go, you son of a bitch! — Ren shouted still shooting. 


Radcliff still gave him the back, but that didn’t mean he wasnOt listening. Three roots emerged 
from the ground and tentacles and caught Ren. 2 were rolled on his arms and the third around 
his abdomen. The roots pulled Ren’s arms and pressed making him lose hold of the shotgun. 
The weapon fell in the ground and the roots kept Ren away from the soil on the air like Jesus 
on the cross. He could not fight back due the roots were strong enough to rip his arms off if 
Radcliff wanted to. All he could do was watch now as Radcliff had Carl at his mercy. 


- Now your soul will be mine. — The abominable Radcliff creature said. 


Carl had no way to escape from this monster and beheld how the mouth of this fiend got open 
wider and wider revealing a strange light inside. Carl stared at that tiny illumination and for a 
moment he heard the cries of people in sorrow. Those cries belonged to those who died in 
woods and now where Radcliff’s prisoners. Then Carl focused deeper and deeper until he 
noticed tiny human bodies spinning around the light. It was a vision kind of way to heaven or 
hell. Seem like Carl was going to join to those unfortunate victims in that pit of tortured souls 
to never rest in peace. Then a voice from darkness awoke Carl from the astonishment and he 
recognized who was the owner of that voice. 


- Let my brother alone, you prat! — The voice said. 


Carl looked at the left and there he was. Radcliff also looked at that direction to see who else 
was defying him. Ren also heard the voice and looked at the left with an amazing surprise his 
eyes could not believe. In that spot where everybody was looking at, there was Maximilian 
once again. He had two knives in both hands. In the right hand there was the knife from Peter 
Robertson’s office. Ren had lost the knife after being launched through the air and Max took it 
at the right moment. In the left hand Max was holding another knife that was rusty with dried 
blood in the blade. It was a knife that was only seen by Max in his last day among the living and 
by the cops who confiscated it as evidence of his death. It was the same knife that was used to 


take Max’s life away and rip his eyes off. This time the knife returned with another purpose 
which would be help its victim’s brother and that is exactly what did happen. Now with Radcliff 
looking at him, Max took that chance to strike. Max put both hands up still holding the knives. 
Then with fastness, he put both hands down again throwing the knives. Both knives spun in 
the air heading to their target. They finally hit it which was Radcliff’s eyes. The beast moved 
back releasing his victim and shrieking with pain and anger. Red blood was sprouting and 
splattering from the stabbed eyes and Radcliff put his bony spectral hands in the handgrip. He 
held them still and pulled out the blades. Radcliff was blind now and shook in despair. 


Carl watched what his brother did to the beast and he was glad for that. He saw the knives 
being driven to Radcliff’s eyes and he was free now because of that. Then felt Carl a hand 
touching his left shoulder. He turned his sight and saw Max know kneeled by his side. 


- Are you ok? — The friendly eyeless ghost asked to his brother. 
- Max, you came for me. — Carl said. 
- | already told you, I’m always by your side and | always will. Now take the knife. 


Carl looked ahead again and saw the two knives in the ground with live red color on the blade. 
Carl took Robertson’s knife and stood up. This time there was nothing to be afraid about due 
the creature was blind now and there was no way it could strike back. Carl took that chance 
and ran toward monster Radcliff rising up the knife in his right hand. Once close enough, Carl 
was now before the creature scared but still with braveness, and then dragged the knife down 
in Radcliff’s chest. Carl pulled with strength the blade down to the belly, then left off the knife, 
put both hands inside the wound and opened wide the chest like a dead body in an autopsy 
operation. Carl beheld Radcliff’s inner which organs were spreading and awful smell that made 
Carl felt sick with urge to puke. There was the heart beating and around them along the living 
organs shinning red, there were tiny human faces stuck in the walls of flesh. Those faces were 
shrieking and crying expressing feelings of sorrow, sadness and fear. It was a real horror-show 
none one could ever believe. Carl was sick and freaked by such horror, but he focused on the 
beating heart he had before his eyes. It was the only way to defeat Radcliff and break the curse. 
Carl grabbed the heart with both hands and pulled with all his strength trying to draw it off. 


Max watched from his spot somehow with no eyes and Ren also watched from his trap of 
roots. Ren could still not believe Max was there and it was the first time he was seeing him at 
the same way Carl described him, but Ren took it as a blessing. He knew Max was sent by God 
to help them in this danger they didn’t know until now. He knew Carl was going to do it and 
Max though so as well. Soon it would be over, but then, three of the faces inside Radcliff began 
to stretch toward and grow. Of a sudden the red faces turned into white skulls and came out 
from their prison. The heart was almost loose leaving some few veins splitted, but the job was 
interrupted when the 3 skulls leaved the body turned into 3 ghosts. They were now 3 floating 
skulls with long tails made of white velvet of aureole. The ghosts rolled around Carl’s body and 
dragged him away from Radcliff. He was now trapped like a rat wrapped by a snake or three in 
this case. 


- What the fuck? — Carl yelled. 


Max and Ren watched horrified by this capture, but now they had to witness what came next. 
Max had to help his brother now, so he ran toward the bonfire knowing what to do now that 
Radcliff’s heart was almost loose. He didn’t stay watching, but Ren did since he could do 
nothing being still immobilized by the roots on his hands and abdomen. Radcliff had his victim 
again under his mercy. He grabbed him again when hearing his yells. He wasn’t to let Carl go 
this time. Then the monster holding his victim with the left hand drove his other hand through 
Carl’s chest. Ren freaked up and kept on struggling to release himself, but it was useless. For a 
moment he thought this demon was going to rip Carl’s heart off, but it was something worse. 
There was no blood in Carl’s chest, but when Radcliff began to retreat his hand, something 
glowing was coming out from Carl’s chest. It was like a white light and when being removed 
slowly, Carl felt he was fading and loosing air. It was his soul what Radcliff was holding in his 
right hand leaving the tail still unified to his chest. In matter of seconds, Carl’s soul would be 
another Radcliff’s prisoner and Carl’s body would be nothing but an empty shield dead to the 
eyes of the living. 


Max returned carrying in both hands the extreme of a log taken from the bonfire with a flame 
at the other extreme. He saw how Radcliff was taking Carl’s soul away and his heart still 
hanging and beating was returning to its place being received by the veins from his chest that 
were planting themselves in the heart. Max had to act and he did so, once he stood before 
Radcliff. 


- Let my brother go, mother fucker. — He shouted. 


Then Max using the log in his hand as a spare, thrusted the flaming extreme in Radcliff’s chest 
squishing the heart. The monster let Carl go and his soul as well. The ghosts that were holding 
Carl let go of him and flew away. Carl felt in the ground and his soul returned to his body. He 
stood up recovering his breath and saw Max holding the log which was stuck in Radcliff’s chest. 
Then the flame that was burning the warlock’s heart began to grow and spread. Radcliff’s body 
was now burning and he shrieked with roar with his snake tongue dancing in the air. The fire 
spread through all his body and the dead twisting in the ground including those ones merged 
to the tree began to scream. The ground began to quake and the trees to fall. The roots that 
held Ren fell taking him back to the ground. Ren made one more struggle and the roots on his 
hands broke up and bleed. He tore with both hands the root around his abdomen and now he 
was free. Ren ran toward Carl and watched how the demon Radcliff was burning. Ren was now 
along Carl again to see the death of this demonic creature. Max turned around still holding the 
log to see Carl and Ren together sane and save. 


- Hi, Ren. It’s good to see you again. — Max said smiling. 


Ren said nothing, but he and Carl saw the demon on fire grabbing Max. Max fought back, he 
wasn’t going to let him go. The ground quaked harder and wind blew with strength. Even the 
dark sky began to thunder. 


- Carl, you must get out of here! — Max yelled to his brother. 
- Come on, let’s go! — Ren said to Carl taking his right hand. 


- | don’t wanna leave him! — Carl replied with resistance. 


- Carl, do what he said! Run away from here! — Max commanded to Carl. 
- Don’t leave me again! — Carl said almost weeping. 


- | never will, just remember what | said; | will always be with you. Take care of my brother, 
Ren. — Max said with one last smile. 


The fire grew higher and Max was finally taken by it. He and Radcliff were now two black 
silhouettes involved in a giant flame. Carl won’t to watch his brother die away, but Ren knew 
Maximilian wasn’t going to die again because he was already dead. 


- No! Max! — Carl shouted. 
- C’mon, our time is running out! Move! — Ren commanded to Carl still pulling his arm. 


Carl finally surrendered to Ren’s orders and he moved his legs. They began to escape from that 
place leaving the flame behind which was now sparking and spitting out white lights shaped as 
human faces. The Bond fire increased higher, the squirming corpses began to disintegrate 
falling apart in a pool of rottenness and bones, the trees fell getting broken shedding blood 
from their inners along and the trapped souls on the woods also felt apart turning into bloody 
pieces of wood and bones and dust and even those fruits with rotten human faces fell and 
became rotten mass than in seconds became dust. The burial ground began to open wide like 
ground does in an earthquake and those fractures did swallow some dead bodies and 
tombstones. The cemetery itself was being swallowed. 


In the way back to civilization, Ren and Carl ran while the earth shook, the mist vanished and 
the spirits screamed. Some of the trees fell and one of them almost hot the pals. They stopped 
before it, surrounded it and kept on running. 


- The trees are falling! — Carl said. 
- | know, let’s keep moving. — Ren replied. 


Carl looked back for a moment and saw some blurry hot light behind where the cemetery was. 
Then he looked toward again and followed his friend trying to keep the balance during the 
earthquake and trying to avoid the falling trees. They played that moment some few minutes 
until the solid ground’s quake was slowing down and trees weren’t falling in front. 


- We’re almost there! — Ren said. 


They were now coming closer to St. Amato Cemetery and nothing but the sound of the 
earthquake was there. They were finally arriving and then they heard behind their backs the 
sound changed into a blast. The cursed cemetery exploited and Carl and Ren were pushed by a 
wave of impact. A smoke of dirt and dust reached them and from it appeared white shapes of 
flying skulls that disappeared later in the night. The smoke vanished and the 2 friends were laid 
in the ground. They looked up and tombstones. Beyond theme there was a gate and a car 
behind them. They were back to St. Amato Cemetery, they did it. They stood up serene and 
turned around to look one last time the deep of the woods. They saw blurry shadow that 
walked with calmness and then vanished in the air. There was nothing but silence now. 


- We did it, Carl. It’s over. — Ren said to Carl still looking ahead. 
- We didn’t it alone. — Carl replied with an off pitch. 
- Let’s go home. 


Ren turned around and walked on his way back to the car that was still waiting for its owners. 
Carl followed him for a moment, but in the middle of the way something in his mind made him 
stop and turn around again. Ren noticed once he was close to the gate and stopped. He looked 
back and called for his pal. 


- Carl, what’s going on? 
- Nothing. — Carl replied in a soft tone. 


Ren said nothing more then, he just turned around and walked leaving the cemetery, passing 
the gate. Carl looked at the woods deeply and then at the dark sky where stars seemed to be 
sparking this time more than ever. Before turned around to return to the car where Ren was 
waiting, Carl said with a deep voice just one thing. 


- Good bye, dear brother. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Next morning, Autumn Yard was quiet again and just some people were coming out from their 
homes being lighted by the day light. Seemed like some people were sleeping and hadn’t being 
noticed about the nightmare that took place last night. Or maybe some people who were 
awake all night could survive the dreadful night as a miracle to live another day. Only one thing 
was for certain, just a few of people were saved and several hours later they would find the 
bodies of the other people and wander what happened last night. The only ones who knew the 
answer were Carl and Ren, but they wouldn’t stay to explain all the terrible experience. After 
leave the cemetery, they returned home to clean up their bruises, drink some beer and try to 
sleep after the battle with Radcliff. It was hard to them try to sleep after living a live-action 
nightmare. They were awake for almost 2 hours until they fell to sleep and just hoped to forget 
the things that happened in the old cemetery. Carl slept with Ren in his room since they didn’t 
want to be alone in divided rooms. So, they slept and rested getting ready to start a new day 
and when that day came, both friends decided go to the kitchen and drink some coffee. It was 
like eight o’clock when they breakfasted and Carl decided to give one more last visit to St. 
Amato Cemetery. Ren joined him and when he asked why to do such visit, Carl just 
remembered him they were now alive because Maximilian came to save them. It was 
something they surely would never forget no matter how hard they would try to forget the 
horror lived in Autumn Yard. Just in case such event would be forgotten in the future, Carl 
wanted to give one last good bye to his brother which soul was now remaining in St. Amato 
Cemetery. Carl bought a flower in a flower shop that was close the cemetery. It was a pink 
daisy which used to be Max’s favorite kind of flower. Carl remembered then when Max gave to 
his mother the same kind of daisy with a pearl necklace for Mother’s Day. In those days Max 


used to say he would plant his own garden of pink daisies when getting his own house. 
Something he would have gotten with fame he’d get being a guitarist for some country or rock 
band. A dream that vanished the day he was killed, but God in his mercy sent him back to Carl 
to help in the breaking of the curse. At least Carl had the chance to see his brother once more 
no matter how bad shaped he was. Carl was thankful for that and now was time to say his last 
goodbye to him. He did so once he and Ren arrived to St. Amato Cemetery aboard of their car. 


They stopped just before the gate and got out of the vehicle. Carl and Ren didn’t shut the door 
because it wasn’t going to take so long. Ren remained along the car and Carl walked toward 
for just some centimeters and then stopped without getting in the graveyard. He kneeled and 
left the daisy he brought with in the ground. Carl remained kneeled for a moment staring at 
the woods behind the tombstones. Nothing but silence was there and Ren broke it with just a 
senseless question. 


- Do you miss him? — Ren asked. 

- A lot. — Carl replied. 

- He’s not really gone, you know? People you love always live in your heart and memories. 
- You think he’s still here? And also Jeff? 


- | don’t know. All | know is Radcliff is gone forever with Jeff and Max. It’s all over and all we 
can do is remembering them. 


- Honestly | don’t know if | want to remember this or if we can forget this nightmare. 


- Time will tell. We’ll always remember Max and Jeff, that’s for sure. But the things that 
happened here, | just hope this were nothing but a bad dream. 


- Let’s say then this never happened from now on. — Carl said getting up. — It was just a dream. 
- And what if someday we say it wasn’t? 

- Then it will start all over again. 

-Ok, we’re going. 

- We’re going where? Ren — Carl asked turning around. 

- To pack up. — Ren replied and got back into the car. 


Carl walked straight to the car he also got inside. They gave just one last look to St. Amato 
Cemetery and once Ren started the engine, the car abandoned the placed and drove away 
leaving the cemetery behind. They returned home and as Ren said, they packed up all their 
possessions, took them to the car’s trunk, leaved the house empty and Ren didn’t forgot to 
leave the house’s keys under the welcome carpet. He also nailed in the door a sign with the 
following sentence “On Sale” written on. Ren didn’t bother in go after the salesman for a 
refunding unknowing if he was still alive or dead. The 50.000 dollars he paid for the house 
were going to be easy to have back since Ren had a promotion and with that he soon became 


in the boss of his insurance company. With some set ups of his own and good suggestions, his 
costumers received good insurances that kept their health and economy safe from any 
calamity and took the company to a high success that kept the business for several years. Carl 
otherwise began to think about make some little changings in his job as journalist and when he 
returned to business, he decided to focus in news related with sports, economy, interviews 
with celebrities, education, anything not related with accidents, murders, robbery or disasters. 
Death was a subject Carl decided to avoid for a very long time and he rejected any news about 
that his superiors offered him, no matter how good the payment was. But Carl won a good 
prize for making a report about ecological plantations and ended up working for National 
Geographic. That was what happened with Ren and Carl once they left the house, got into 
their car with the engine still on and drive away from the house. The purple Ford soon leaved 
the town and the last thing the passengers saw was the back of the big cartel they saw the first 
time they came. The back said “You’re now leaving Autumn Yard, come back soon”. Certainly 
Ren and Carl never came back to Autumn Yard. Sometimes even years after leave, they 
wondered what had come of the people that were left there. Some could stay to go on with 
their lives and other could leave to never return, that was not sure. Even so, no stranger has 
ever gone there since that dreadful night. Maybe because they think it’s still cursed. 


Carl did not believe it. He still sustained the curse was gone, but that was a matter that soon 
vanished from his memory with passing of years. He still remembered his brother Max and 
sometimes Carl felt Max was still there watching his back, but that also turned into another 
memory. Carl and Ren were still being friends and were still living in the same neighborhood. 
The new chapter in their lives made them let behind what happened in Autumn Yard. After all, 
years went by and Autumn Yard became a town forgotten, left in oblivion and the curse was 
now nothing more but a bad dream. Just that, a dream that can be forgotten... or be dreamt 
again. 


